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THE EDISON 


PHONOGRAPH ae 


OTHING can equal the satisfac- 

tion there is offering to your guests 
a satisfactory form of entertainment, one 
that takes care of itself, which does not 
interfere with other forms of amusement, 
but rather helps them. Such an enter- 
tainer 1s the Edison Phonograph. It can 
amuse the guests by rendering music, 
popular or classic, or it can aid them by 
furnishing dance music, marches and other 
things played by the best orchestras and 
brass bands. It costs less than the hiring 
of even a small orchestra for a single eve- 
ning’s entertainment. Don’t be without 
an Edison Phonograph, if only for the sake 
of your friends. Hear the new model with 
the big horn at the nearest Edison store, 
or write for a booklet describing it. 


NATIONAL 





PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 12 


RECORDS FOR 
DECEMBER 


You won’t get all the entertainment out 
ot your EpisoN PHONOGRAPH unless you 
buy the New RECORDS. 


New Records mean new entertainment. You will never get over 
the first fresh enjoyment of your P honograph if you keep | it supplied 
with the new Records as they come out. Here, for instance, is the 
December list. Read it over and see what a lot of good ones there are. 


Edison Concert Band 
Reed Miller 


9698 Waltz from Romeo and Juliet (Gounod) 
9699 [ll Be Waiting, Dearie me ‘n You Come . Back Home (Havez) 
9700 In Monkey L and ( Mors : ; 
9701 The Merry Widow W: xg (I ehar) 
9702 Some » Day When Dreams Come True (Staats) ; Irving Gillette 
9703 Ring Out the Bells for ¢ Sete (Williams-Ecke) Edi son Con ial Band 
9704 Flanagan's Trouble with His Tailor (Original) . ‘ ‘ Steve Porter 
9705 Honey Boy Medley (Original) —Xylophone ‘ ‘ ‘ , Albert Benzler 
9706 Wouldn't You Like to Have Me for a Sweetheart ? (Robyn) Ada Jone 
9707 Three Rubes ‘Seeing New York (Original Edison Vv audeville Ce 
9708 I Get Dippy When I Do That Two-Step Dance ( Fitzzibbon) Arthur Ce sllins 
9709 Pretty Black-Byed Susan (Seltzer) , ; . Edison Military Band 
9710 Won't You Waltz ** Home, Sweet Home,”’ With Me for Old 
Times’ Sake ? (Ingraham) ‘ , ‘ . ‘ Byron G. Harlan 


. Collins and Harlan 
Edison Symphony Orchestra 


9711 Rescue the Perishing (Doane) ‘ ‘ Anthony and Hi irrison 
9712 Marianina (Brockman : ; ; 5 . , P Jas. Brockman 
713 Florida Rag (Lowry Banjo. , ‘ 4 : P ; Vess L. Os sman 
il4 Make a Lot of Noise (Cohan) Billy Murray 


> Old Dog yoo a anary 


; , , . Li en Spe ‘ncer and Gilbert Girard 
[wo Blue Ey Mors : , . ; 3 , he ‘inald Werrenrath 


716 

717 Love's Confe sion Kl ‘mmer) . I dis. m Symphony Orchestra 

718 When the She ep are in the Fold, Jennie Dear (Helf , F Manuel Romain 

719 So, What's the if ¢ (Montague ; Bob Robert 
) 


Broncho Bob and ‘His Little Cheyenne Original) ; Ada Jones & Len Spencer 


21 Old Faithful March (Holzmann) Edison Military Band 


Go to your dealer or write today and get these booklets: ComMpPLeT! 
CATALOGUE, SUPPLEMENTAL CATALOGUE and the PHonoGrRAM. They 
tell about all the Records, old and new, and give descriptions of the 
music, I son R rds are 50 ma 1 Bohemian, t iban, 
Hebrew, Hungarian, Italian, Japanese, M Poli 

swed A r writ t 


Spar 


Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J. 
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Copyright 1997 The House of Kuppenheimer 














@ Here’s the back view of a perfect Full Box Overcoat. It’s the most stylish 
garment of the year. Nothing nicer than a perfectly hanging, well-tailored 
box coat. But they are hard to secure—that is the right kind, because they 
are hard to make. @€_If you select a Kuppenheimer Full Box you will not be 
the only one to appreciate this unusually well-made, stylish overcoat. 

In almost every community where there is a good clothier—a particular mer- 

chant —yow ll find an exclusive representative of The House of Kuppenheimer. 

We will gladly send an authoritative book, Styles for Men, merely for the asking. 


THE HOUSE OF KUPPENHEIMER 


CHICAGO NEW YORK BOSTON 





















































There is no better means of obtaining rest 
and recreation, no pleasanter way to get 
lose to Nature and her beauties, than taking 


A Trip to California 


This charming coast-line is a paradise of 


flowers, delightful scenery and rare climate. 


The journey means most when taken on 


The Overland Limited 


of the Chicago, Milwaukee 
and St. Paul Ry. 


By far the most lu mus and exclusive of 
transcontinental 


appointment 


Union Passenger Station, ‘ 
. ( . 


F. A. MILLER or W. S. HOWELL 
General Passenger Ag: nt General Eastern Agent 
Chicago 381 Broadway. New York 


















































KEEN KUTTER 


TOOL CABINETS 


It is difficult for the ordinary home man to select a set of tools piece 
by piece that will exactly cover his requirements, omitting nothing and 
buying nothing superfluous. 

To save the expense of needless tools and always be sure of having 

just the tools necessary, select one of the Keen Kutter Tool Cabinets. 
Then you will have as good a set of tools, kept in as good condition, 
as the expert tool user. 
Every tool belongs tothe famous Keen Kutter brand, and is sharpened, 
tested, inspected and guaranteed perfect before it is 
sent out. With ordinary use the edges will stay sharp 
and the adjustments will remain true indefinitely. 

Keen Kutter Tool Cabinets are the only ones 
made containing a set of tools under one name, trade- 
mark and guarantee. 

Prices vary according to the assortments, from 








SIMMONS HARDWARE COMPANY (Inc.) 
St. Louis and New York, U.S.A. 




















$8.50 to $85.00. If not at your dealer’s, write us. 
i 














ALL THE IMPORTANT 


Cities and Towns 
Fertile Valleys 
Mining Camps 


YEAR ROUND RESORTS 


of 
Colorado, Utah 
an d 


New Mexico 


ARE LOCATED ON OR REACHED BY THE 


Denver and Rio Grande 
Railroad 


THE SCENIC LINE OF THE WORLD 


For particulars regarding the industrial, agricultural, horticultural, live 


stock or mining resources of this 


WONDERFUL WESTERN EMPIRE 


WRITI 
S. K. HOOPER, Gencral Passenger Agent 
DENVER, COLORADO 

















f IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS 





PLE 


ASE MENTION COLLIER’S 








Hammeriess 
.32 Calibre 
Double Action 


te 


b grids tok. Dob trust in her own power of defence is 
characteristic of every woman who has been trained 
to the use of a SMITH & WESSON. Armed with this 
superb revolver she knows she is proof against personal 
danger in any emergency. Its unerring accuracy, its 
perfect mechanism, its balance, and the reputation for 
supremacy that has been for fifty years behind it, com- 
bine to assure the highest form of protection. 
Catalog“ THE REVOLVER”—free on request. 
SMITH @ WESSON 
32 Stockbridge Street, Springfield, Mass. 
Pacific Coast Branch, PHIL. B. BEKEART CO., San Francisco. 











in Comfort 


A warm bath in a cold room is a “ shivery ”’ 
tion and is extremely liable to cause colds 
bathroom above all should be kept warm. 

easy and the bath is a comfort if you have a 


PERFECTION Oil Heater 


Equipped with Smokeless Device 
It may be carried from any other room to the bath room, 
which it heat while you are preparing for the bath. 
Im vossible to turn it too high or too low. The n 
Ha heater intense heat 
with one filling. Every r warranted. 


Rayo Lome: 


opera- 
The 


This is 








will 





1OSt eco- 





buy for 9 hours 





you Can 








heate 


ho hol 1 purp 
rht ade of bra thre 

i ] lated | ; i 

out and nickel plate julpped w 
improved central draft burner 


—<catisfactorv. very lamp or antee 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(Incorporated 















The BEST PRESENT of all 
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Hoosier Kitchen Cabinet 
Pantry—Table—Cupboard Combined 
Here is the very nicest present a man can make his wife. It is one that will 
be appreciated more than anything else that can be selected. 
Why? 1 


1 Because it will save her untold Save her from the 
drudgery of the kitchen and be a pleasure to her always. 


steps every vear. 
Thousands of women have told us and our dealers they would part with almost any 
piece of furniture in the house before they would do without their Hoosier Kitchen Cabinet. 
This is a gift that means something. She uses it three times a day, every day in the year. She 
can’t help but think most gratefully of the one who gave it to her. That’s the kind of a present to 
It is right there in the kitchen and 
the day before. 
kitchen work in two and insures a neat 
splendidly constructed of solid oak, 


pply-savers. The Hoosier 


season or be 
as it did 
utensils in one place cuts 


give—it will not wear out— get out of eaten up. 


every day it saves just as much labor and steps 
It groups every article—all 
orderly kitchen at all times. 
The Hoosier special features are every one of them 


Every cabinet is 
labor-savers and su 
air-tight spice cans—the aluminum extension table 


unequalled Hoosier arrangement 
| g 


sanitary flour bin—the dust-proof sugar bin—the 
top—the bread and cake box—the housekeeper’s want list 
all described in our catalog. 
Dealers everywhere—have Hoosier Kitchen Cabinets 
imagine for the pleasure they give 


and the 


and they will cost you less than you 


Send for our new Christmas folder, that is full of practical suggestions, We will send 
you our beautiful catalog that tells in detail and in pictures all about the features of 
the cabinet, that make it far superior to any other cabinet made for a similar purpose. 


THE HOOSIER MFG. CO., 42 Adams Street, NEW CASTLE, IND. 


Canadian Agents: Adams Furniture Co., Toronto, Ont. 
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. Brussels, Manila, 
Honoluluand City of Mexico 
Sold ir nearly ever ry city on 
the Globe thr t ex 


Se 
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C. H STRONG & CO. 


_ THE INTERNATIONAL DENTIFRICE 


2 MU Na NC: 


STRONG’S 
ARNICA 
TOOTH SOAP 


antiseptic, preserves while it beautifies— sweet- 
ens the breath— hardens the gums—whitens 
the teeth. 

A leading dentifrice for a 


Third of a Century 


The metal package is most con- 


nthe afeabeemeneststaseemnnssesicentiaihiiaaencindieattsinimsease | 


venient for travel or the 
home. No liquid 


der to spill 


STRONG’S 
ARNICA JELLY 





or pow- 
or waste. 
Guaranteed under the 


Food and Drugs Act, June 
30, 1906; Serial No. 1612 


25c. AT ALL DRUGGISTS 


Sent postpaid i/ 
yours hasn't it 









in London, Paris, 
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S (ia nd So 






Berlin, Vienna, Hamburg, 


bbing houses of Ni 


CHICAGO, U. S. A. 


_ 





_] & 





ENTS 


PLEASE MENTION COLLIER’S I 











will 


| the 


any 
inet. 

She 
‘nt to 
) and 


neat 
« sier 
table 


ment 


you 























Shaving-brush 
for Christmas 


This arrow indicates the 
bristles of a ‘‘Rubberset’’ 
Shaving-brush 

imbedded in hard rubber 

Hard rubber is’ unaf 
fected by heat, soap or 
sterilization. The ‘‘Rub 
berset’ is the on/y brush 
set in hard rubber. In other 
brushes the bristles are 
glued or cemented—that’s 
why they fall out and make 





shz wing an annoyance in 
stead of pleasure. 
Choice of three special g7ft styles of the 
“Rubberset” Shaving-brush. Each brush 
packed in a fine leatherette case, ready for 
presentation. 
Style No. 1, White celluloid nant, pure badger, 
medium size, $1.0 
Style No. 2, White celluloid manele. or badger, 
arge size, $3.0 
Style No. 3, White celluloid handle, aa badger, 
very handsome, $5. 
Ask your dealer, Ov dir , postpaid, 
on receipt of price, Spec ‘al f i on request 


The Rubberset Brush Co., 59 Ferry St., Newark, N. J. 
Solid Oa Vertical 


LETTER FILE > l 2 


The he Sf ei ~ > be Holds 20,000 
Original Letters 


Solid Weathered or Natural Oak; 
Roller Bear Oxidized Fittings: 
Patent Lever Locking Follow-Block in 
Each Drawer; Finished on All Sides. 

Great economy in design enables us t 
manufacture this handsome, high class 
dust proof, letter file for the 
remarka! le pri 
( 4 drawe or, $12.00 ) All 


Serie 9.7 








Four Drawer 




























sping weight, 4-drawer, 100 Ibs. Legal 
and invoice files at proportionate price 





Send for catalog of Weis card indexes, seciiona! book al scales, 


“ff ccs Mg. Co, eae 


14 UNION ST., MONROE, MICH. 

















4% Interest Paid on Savings 


Mail accounts received on most favorable terms. 


6° First Mortgages for Sale 


$100 to $50,000—Ask for select list. 


A. C. TISDELLE & CO., Bankers 


Established 1894. 94 La Salle St., Chicago, Ill. 



















HIS list of hotels is composed of only the 





best in each city and any statement made 
can be relied upon absolutely. Travelers 
mentioning the fact of having selected their | 
stopping place from these columns will be as- 


sured excellence of service and proper charges. | 





BALTIMORE, MD. 
Hotel Belvedere * palatial new steel structure i. of ‘|New Denechaud pre hy na ——, ham | hey . | Savoy Hotel « Seattle, W ashington. 12 _ io 


stories, all rooms outside w 
bath. Ball Room, Theatre, Banquet Hall, $2.50 a day up 


of this hotel has made Maryland cook ce atNOOR: 
BOSTON, MASS. 
Copley Square HOTEL. Huntington —_ , Exeter 
and Blagden Sts. High-cls moder 


as 


y Fit 








} and concrete. 


iThe Grunewald $2,000,000. ge nF sete ily the 


i kept hotel in the South.’ 


E. $1.50. Paltimore’s leading hote 
The Rennert Typical southern c The kitchen | 


INew Amsterdam from Madi 





re Christmas Coviers -< 


Mew Vork 


Haturday, December 14, IGF 





Christmas, 1907. = Cover Design Drawn by J. C. Leyendecker 


Our Christmas Greeting Agnes Deans Cameron 7 
The Procession of the Blest. Poem ‘ ‘ . J. W. Foley 8 
With Picture in ¢ ides by Jessie Willcox Smith 
Editorials ‘ . . ‘ , . : ‘ . 9 
A Deal in Cotton. Story . ‘ ? . Rudyard Kipling 10 
Tilustrated by George Wright 
The Footprint. Story . ; ; , . Gouverneur Morris 13 
Tlustrated by Charles B. Falls 
Kynge Kole and Ye Dysmal Knyght. Poem . Wallace Irwin 17 


Illustrated by John A. Williams 
Exceeding the Speed Limit Ldward Penfield 18-19 


Double-page in Color 


A Christmas Offering , ‘ {rthur G. Dove 20 
Full-page in Color 
Letters of a Japanese Schoolboy Hashimura Togo 21 
VI—The Hon. Merry Christmas 
The Making of Two. Story. : ‘ ‘ Sarah Comstock 22 
Illustrated by Denman Fink 
God from Three Hills. Poem Maurice Smiley 24 
Christmas, 1907. Poem Georgia Wood Pangborn 31 


Thro’ the Pleached Alleys. Poeim Helen Whitney 32 


Two American Towns . é F ‘ ‘ ; ‘ , 34 








Volume XL Number 12 





P. F. Collier & Son, Publishers, New York, 416-424 West Thirteenth Street; London, 10 Norfolk 
Street, Strand, W. ( For sale also by the International News Company, 5 Breams Buildings, 
Chancery Lane, E. C.; 4, Bay Street. Copyright 1907 by P. F. Collier & Son. 
Entered as second-class matter February 16, 1905, at the Post-Office at New York, New York, 
under the Act of Congress of March 8, 1579 Price: United States and Mewico. 10 cents a 


copy, $5.20 a year. Canada, 12 cents a copy, $6.00 a year. 


Toronto, Ont., 72-7 


Foreign, 15 cents a copy, $7.80 a year. 








NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS.— Change of Address—subscribers when ordering a change of 
address should give the old as well as the new address. and the ledger number on their wrapper. 
From two to three weeks must necessarily elapse before the change can be made, and before 
the first copy of Collier's will reach any new subscriber 





NEW ORLEANS, LA. SEATTLE, WASH. 


“crete, steel and marble. 
pping district. 
$1.00 up. 






Fronts on4 streets. European plan $1.50 uy | #ble shoy 
| grill. 


210 rooms, 135 baths. 
TROY, N. Y. 


New Modeled after Old English In 
Rensselaer Court yard in tile an artistic triump 
NEW YORK, N. Y Grill. 


Fireproof. Suites with bath. European Plan 
1 21st St eee WASHINGTON, D. C. 


son Sq. $1. 


nd best. Cost 





Rates E. P. $1 and up. 
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n | WINTER RESORTS 


on-] 
English eee 


Bae. mi * "= mbins | Hotel Driscoll ' seca a ee gg ogg 





pees Million, Thirty- Nine Thou- 
sand, Two Hundred Revolutions of 
the Jones rt Padme sha! 
on S. F. 


greatest durability test ever given to a 


shaft in 24 hours 
Edge’s Napier Car was the 


Speed ‘Indicator. 

‘““The Jones’’ is the accepted Standard Speed 
Indicator and is used by automobilists throughout 
the World who want the Best. 


For Your Automobile Friend — Why 
Not a “Jones” for Xmas? 


Catalog 18 sent free 


Jones Speedometer, B’way & 76th Street, N. Y. 


flared 














F you ar intere l yurchase of a 
Diamond, ask your local Banker to have 
several pieces sent on for your inspection 
and compat ison. You will be under no 
expense whatever, nor under any obligation 
to buy, arid ve will not € xpect to sell you, 
unless we can show you a saving of ten to 
twenty-five per cent Vou will h ave every 
facility for getting expert opinions on our 
} 


goods and of | 
buying befor 
We are not 


you wish to distr 


xr exactly what you are 







Iment dealers — still, if 
Diam 1ond expendi- 


ture, you may do it on your plain note with 
six per cent interest. The interest is the only 
difference we make between cash and time 
price. \Ve make no ir quiries If the banker 


tells us your note will be taken care of at 
maturity, it will be accepted whhout scrutiny. 
You will inf n the foregoing that we 

I 


er 








are after high business—and we are, 
We have the Is, prices ind methods to 
command it Will be 1 to hear from you, 








JONES & ‘DREYER 
9 Dearborn St. Chicago, ul. J 








MAKE MONEY 
GROWING VIOLETS 


The Sweetest and Daintiest Flowers. \ 





all winter yrowing ' w s and 
DOXes, OF uted r a chesy frame fur sily 
er w and ic i at hands } A fa a g pation 

Ww: ‘ for FREI BOOKLET, ««Money 


od 
aking with Violets.’’ It 1 surprise 4 
Dept. 3, ELITE CONSERVATORIES, Dedham, Mass. 


n> | 
OLLIER’S Travel Department, 420 West | 
Thirteenth Street, New York, will fur- 


nish, free by mail, information and if possible 








booklets and time tables of any Hotel, Resort, 
| Tour, Railroad or Steamship Line in the 
United States or Canada. 














BRUNSWICK, GA, 
Hotel Oglethorpe RE, en) Segeny toe 


+ t service; mild, 
balmy climate; } fishir ting Illus. booklet 


CHARLESTON, Ss. C. 
‘Charleston Hotel | Syeam, Seepeetons 











house. 350 delightful rooms, 200 private baths 1 $1.0 uy en 60 Gramer plan, lern in its|touris ( ctur mee *. 
. i | ee ‘ Pe equipment. Booklet on application. E,W. Wheeler, Mer : 
United States 2 ee and theatre distr BW Centre of shoppis Lath and K Stesete. BW. Peontine LAKEWOOD, N. J. 
room Tes in and theatre district. Everything the best a | The Racin 
bath. A. P. E. P. $1 up. In centre of business section ie bl . "BON unlit re be s. 300 with bath. | Franklin Park. Convenient to a Th La k d H l | nstruction 10M 
reasonable price arg inlit room with ba | pI of interest, Am. vlan 63.50 to 64.00, treine ©, Bal @ a woo ote aa heey ete 
BUFFALO, N. Y. West 35k St., near Fifth Av r il Se ercial hotel of the |Tooms ’ ds ice = 
Th L = Biches Grate Firepr _ |Collingwood venient to fashio pe agte Nationa Hotel sae rok ‘ge - ently” been m-| *merican and Eur ! ! » ge hie: Mar 
@ Lenox |: ¢; 50 up. Continuous Electric Carriage | theatres. Modern, fireproof. F nd put in first-class condition A. $2.50 up. E.$1 PALM B ; 
Service for patrons thro Business District and to Depot * Hotel Endicott 8ist St. and Columbus Ave abe . , — H, FLA. 
rlute fire proof cate ¢ 
CHICAGO, ILL Meee — Ai rag aje ai finest M | The Shoreham saiae. Shan ae “ «| Hotel Palm Beach / a le A ¢ . 
z < reget hice nen wi | White Ho Treasury A. & FE. plans. J T. Sen n : ” Pian 
p Ist, Boul. and Lake Shore sr diaandle Mili aalkeealal Book 
Chicago Beach Hotel {mericane buropean plat Fifth Avenue Hotel : Ste. This property hes not| CALGARY, ALBERTA, CAN. PINEHURST, N. C 
Finest hotel on the Great Lakes. Special Winter rates. |, as reported e high standard of excelle: ra the mn ial troy +} ate ae 
450 rooms 25 ) pis ute baths. Tlius. B oklet on reques h oh m ade i it fam ous wil 1 be maint io i Ameri | Queen’ S Hotel | of f the ¥ ast Great West notes SL.) it be ved y “ 
H ichigan Boulevard and 22d St $5. 1 vean plan, $2 tehcock, Darlin e s tk uns Stephens, Pr it : 
Lexington Hotel ‘ichices, Bowevard ent 3 ih row _ isiearapronanet yp nc a cups pssciameastoasncnanadalelel | 
reached and in pleasantest part of city. E. P.31.50up. {Grand Union tion Rooms 81 See ee reached New ¥ 
CINCINNATI, OHIO « at moderate prices Baggage to and from sta. f HEALTH RESORTS - a - t I 
Hotel Sinton po Phe mg revPr ig Manificen a NORFOLK, VA. Address J " 


GREENSBORO, NORTH CAROLINA 




















equipped. large, Light Sample Rooms Servi "The ae. So ee Se inens onve | The Bi . S f nba aioe apr SUMMIT, N. J. - 
Ssec iward totl naging Director 1 - > ] 
ns European plan, $1.50 uy lL. Berry Dods 188 “ a dro-Ther t & ng bos tee si The Beechwood : 
ges age eg PITTSBURG, PA. Massage, Vibration, Physical Culture. Ilus, Boo! nmutation to New York & 
Hotel Euclid | 150 baths. Europ - Hotel Beary 3 Ave. & Smichtcld St. tn conter of MARKLETON, PA. CANADA 
f s lay Fre S. Avery, Proj iropean plan $1 E. E. Bonr M Markleton Sanatorium ° pe Hay a NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 
DETROIT. — RICHMOND, VA. 1s dliseas nest bat America. § The Clifton 
The Taller Ses Se gees ee Murphy” S Hotel “oil pe gg lie ~asnaur erento : nib iia 
Every roon th. $1.50up. M. A. Shaw, } f E. Plan. John Mary! Grand View Sanatorium Dad inge Rye rene ng CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY 
HARRISBURG, PA. ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA i feature. | HOTEL SYSTEM 
oes Lake See ee eee, eras Hotel Ryan Gomiaia teaehek, Sarwprent. Ras Walter’ S Hotel Sanitarium - Montreal Piac: Viger Hotel. American Plan 
$6.00 } Charles Duffy, Proprietor p. Alfred A. Poe I tor W inte I Pa. 94 min ! Quebec Chataeu Front American Plat 
: _ IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTI TS PL! E MENTION COLLIERS nee nen ener 








Be Fair to Your Skin, and it will be Fair 
to You—and to Others 


A Beautiful Skin can only be secured through Nature’s work. 
Peauty are made by cosmetics, balms, powders, and other injurious compounds. 
over the already clogged pores of the skin, and double the injury. 


Ghastly, horrid imitations of 
They put a coat 


Now that the use of cosmetics is being inveighed against from the very pulpits, the importance 
of a pure soap becomes apparent. The constant use of HAND SAPOLIO produces so fresh 


and rejuvenated a condition of the skin that all incentive to the use of cosmetics is lacking. 


























































































THE FIRST A i AY BP é & HAND SA- 
STEP away from POLIO. neither 
self-respect is lack ARSO coats over the sur- 
of care in personal é ‘ face, nor does it go 
cleanliness; the first Vv i p AD ~ downinto the pores 
move in building up fy Jn and dissolve their 
a proper pride in “7 PRYIVAVAUILU) necessary oils. lt 
man, woman, or — PAV YAY AY rx | opens the pores, lib- 
child, is a visit to seh ei: By me TE TT | | | omg their age 
the bath-tub. You \ rT) ee ee 

, lil. chemical change in 
can't be healthy, or til a 

4 a We those delicate juices 
it eadanit tans aa 4(\0/\}/) that go to make up 
unless youareclean. ——— hae chates cad 
USE HANDSA- bloom of a healthy 
POLIO. It pleases . complexion. Test 
every one. bp + ‘ it yourself. 

chs 
‘BM AE ah | 
ie r j 4 ro vr} 

WOULD YOU ieee A WHY TAKE 
WIN PLACE? Le DAINTY CARE 
Be clean, both in , / of your mouth, and 
and out. neglect your pores, 

We cannot un- the myriad mouths 
dertake the former of your skin? 
task—that lies with HAND SAPO- 
yourself —but the LIO does not gloss 
latter we can aid sar them over, or chem- 
with HAND SA- \p. lee AR ically dissolve their 
POLIO. ir —, health-giving oils, 

It costs but a | > yet clears them 

-erdng OILET 2 A 
trifle—its use is a | s thoroughly by a 
fine habit. | ———— | a method of its own. 

i. ah... ~ | 

















SO SIMPLE that it can be a part of the invalid’s supply with beneficial results. 




















HAND SAPOLIO is 


SO PURE that it can be freely used on a new-born baby or the skin of the most delicate beauty. 


SO EFFICACIOUS as to bring the small boy almost into a state of “surgical cleanliness’ and keep him there. 




















Four New Popular Pictures in Colors | 
"a. | ome os 









sseasive Cas 
Ippo 1 Friend at Court 
fy WILL. GREPE 


These four beautiful pictures in full 
r, size 16x20 inches, on heavy sou 


coated Pp ape and “lene marked, in 
handsome »x, ivere 

The Ww races Pubiching Cc ompany 
Dept. C, 43 West 27th 8 New York 





rolden € 
























Reliable, Reversible, Two Cycle. 
Two and Three Port, 
Guaranteed for one year. 
gets ie and easy to » Ope rate. 

Our Catalog B3 is r having. 


Send 10 cents in st amps tor our Book 
entitle ‘Ign ition, Vaporization “hi stall a 
tion and Operation of a Gasoline Mo 


UATTED MEG. COL. DETROTT, WICH. 














FOR BOYS 
MORGAN PARK — 


(Cooperating with Univers ri 
Students from 17 states and 2 foreign countries. Mili- 
tary System, Manual Training. All instructors have 
University degrees. We make a specialty of indi- 
vidual attention, 
Students accepted January Address Box 4. 


MORGAN PARK ACADEMY, Morgan Park, Ifill. 














Buildings , 


s, ste rres fl 
e if you use 
LAMP 
rth I, 2, 3, 4- 
wer to each bur 


LIGHT F r All 


Incandescent G ascline 


Sun Men Light Co. v2 Market St., ‘Canton, 0 











EVERY BOY ray Bf 


e aVoltamp E eetrie Motor. Our 
> if model B.S. dim pecesis re ne 
“¢\ tieal Motor s: 


,OWN 
















capital 





Americon Collection Service 
52 State St., Detroit, Mich 











Let me sell Your Patent 


My book based upon 16 years’ 
experience as a Patent Sales 
man mailed Free. Patent sales 
exclusively. If you have a 
Patent for sale call on or write 


WILLIAM E. HOYT 
Patent Sales Specialist 
290/(C) Broadway, New York City 


Why not be ; a 4 Man? ? 

















gn letters f oftic 
windows, store fronts unde “If youare ambitious 
and desirous of making big money, write to u _- day and 
we will start you in a profitable business of ye ow! N 
experience is necessary You will succeed r cht fron the 
star Vrite today for a free sample and ull partic 


Metallic Sign Letter Co., 58 N. Clark St., Chicago 


‘$90 CAN 


/ up Se f pa I t aps 
4 and rate 
F. WH. LABAUME, A. & L. Act., Norfolk & 
Western Ky., Nox &. “4, Roanoke, Va. 


PA ATENTS “iti 


Inventi free. 
WILKE NS & CO., W uatington db. Cc. 











SECURED OR FEE 
RE’ iene 


tabilits l trate ide 





V ANS, 





PATENTS 8i*24 








Frankiin H. Hough, Luan & Trust t Bldg., Washington, D. C 
ASK AND RECEIVE | 


TEXAS FARM LA ND ae 277 Dearborn St 








Authors (iii ines Aaams Sitsyer, 
wrk M hew Pub. Co “100 Ri seit s St., Bos 


CAN DY | For Profit or Pleasure 


THE HOMI CANDY MAKERS. “Dept 4 Canton. Ohio 


CONSIDERING A SCHOOL 


School Ageney, 0,41 Park Row, N.Y 


my ATENTS that PROTECT 7 
; 


LACEY, 











Washington. D.C. Estab. 1869] 





IN ME kh 


oe as or 


re si ok om one ms 


a Se RP ES 90 GEESE APRS 8 
Our Cbristmas Greeting 


Compiled for this Issue by 
Alanes Deans Cameron 
MERRY CHRISTMAS to us all, my 


>? 


rr —4 


dears, God bless 


us. God bless us every one said ‘Tiny ‘Tim the last 


of all. 


Be 
eo 


Charles Dickens. 


EN can not live i 


higher man can separate himself from any lowest. Car/y/e. 


1so! lated, we are all bound together. No 


very day is a fresh beginning: listen, my soul, to the 


glad refrain and, 
take heart with the day and begin again. Susan Covlidve. 


spite of old sorrow and older sinning, 


py aP* 


“907° a2 


ough-going, ardent and sincere earnestness,—there is no 
substitute for them. Charles Dickens. 
est is the sweet sauce of labor. Plutarch 


a 


dreamed precludes low ends. 
James Russell Lowell 


et to have gently 


ee 
ee 


‘Re 
Re 


pazn 


HRISTMAS time I have always thought of as a good time; a 
kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time. Charles Dickens. 
but let it whistle as it 

Sir Walter Scott. 


eap on more wood; the wind is chill; 
will, we'll keep our Christmas merry still! 


ee 
% 


ejoice, O yourg man, in thy youth; and let thy heart 


cheer thee. The Bible. 
e said it in the meadow-path. I say it on the mountain- ‘e 
© : : % = ~ 
stairs —the best things any mortal hath are those which 
e every mortal shares. Lucy Larcom. & 
o the re glance told me there was no duty patent in the 
world like daring to be good and true myself, leaving the 
show of things to the Lord of Show. — Robert Browning. 
hen arose a joyous clamor from the wild-fow] on the 
7 mere, and a voice within cried: ‘*Listen! Christmas carols 
’ >? _ 
even here! Charles Kingsley. 
é é 


ay the fair goddess, Fortune, fall deep love with thee: 


Prosperity be thy page. Shakespeare. 
round the 
the silent snow possessed the earth, and 


gain at Christmas did we weave the holly 


Christmas hearth; 
calmly tell on Christmas Eve. Tennyson. 


tor in this is strength, and he who pos- 


Rudyard Kipling. 


o ever keep Hope, 
sesseth it can worry through typhoid. 


OR only women understand children thoroughly; but if a 


mere man keeps very quiet, and humbles himself properly 
and refrains from talking down to his superiors, the chil- 
dren will sometimes be good to him and let him see what 
Rudyard Kipling. 

is the only certainly happy action 


they think about the world. 


ealize that doing good 
x7: 
of a man § ilfe. Sir Philip Sidney 


Blessed D ty 


and all the 


“$e PP kes a —_ 


which gives the Eternal lie to self, and sense, 


brute within; O come to us amid this war of 


that toil, come blest 
Christmas Day! Charles Kinosles, 


lass, that blaze in the 


life, to hall and hovel come, to ease 


and blessing, 


y old lost stars wheel back, dear 
velvet blue. 


Trail—the trail that is alw 


They’re God’s own guides on the Long 


ivs new. Rudyard Kipling 


OME and honor, O my brother, Christmas Day! Calla truce 
ist With friends and neighbors and 
our Caste. Rudyard Kipling. 

ver valley, over hill, hark, the shepherd’s piping shrill, 
driving all the white flocks forth from the far folds of the 


then to our labors—let us te 


eS 
So 


be merry as the custom of 





‘ north! Blow, wind, blow upon your pipes of joy, all your ‘ 
° sheep the flakes of snow, vou their shepherd we} ! - 
Frank Dempster S/ 
: et me recall to your mind t shadow of the night darken- : 
ing on the hills, inscruta le blots of snow-shower, huddles 
of vellow she “3 and dartings of black dogs upon the snow, 
a Sheet a air that took you by the throat, the harpings of 
© the wind along the moors. Reber I © 
2 istener, may the New Year be a happy one to you, happy of 
; to many more whose happiness depends on you! " 
i Cha D 
A t was Christmas broached the mightiest ale, ’twas Christmas 
told th 1 rriest . C | ristmas gambol oft could ch Tr tie 
& poor man’s heart t gh half the year. Sir Wa $ 
irl 1 ; King said: «* 1 have four ; 
°p r¢ yt ve s trong shall walt he w . °p 
the hale shall h eak.”’ R k 
ight r chill tT owl, for all hi thers, 
1-COId$ I m I thro } I ozen 
e grass, s I fl K In w< olly ( k ° 
° Oo ma\ year an th ist, and 1 e 
ee on 
! mean ( I ebarred of his sh 0 
great Creator’s : ( D 
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BR wiblien Suith 


Ohe Procession of the Hest 


By J. W. Batley 


With Picture by 


Jessie Willcox Smith 


I 


. children, I'll tell you a wonderful tale, 
[ learned it one night in a dream. 


The snow lay all white and the full moon shone pale, 





The housetops about were agleam; 
I’d fallen asleep in my big easy chair, 
[ heard a gruff voice in my ear, 
[ knew that Saint Nicholas surely was there 


And listened to see what I'd hear. 


LV 
FLASH of his eye, and my wonderment grew; 
A word and a wave of his rod, 
Forth came Orphan Annie, and Little Boy Blue, 
And Wynken and Blynken and Nod, 
With Alice from Wonderland, blue-eyed and fair, 
Tom Tucker—Jack Horner with him— 
And oh! at the last, can you guess who was there? 


Poor Topsy and dear Tiny Tim! 


V 


“C' IME, follow with me,” were the first words he said, nD‘ spread out his arms, and they passed one by one, 
“I’m off for my Palace of Snow; Each laden with treasures and toys; 


I’ve emptied my pack of each doll, tov, and sled, 


It’s time for Old Santa to go. 





! ’ a ° 
3ut oh! I’ve a treat waiting for me to-night 
I’ve planned it for years in my mind; 


Come, follow with me, while the moon 1s still bright 


[ rose, and we sped like the wind. 
I II 
YW’ flew like a flash to the Palace of Snow, 
By hilltop and valley and plain, 
Nor ever | pert I | 
| ») MaK 1 l 
And there, 11 ook 
He bade 1 tle h P 
In robes of 1 ) look 
H ( 1H f Blest.” 


And never or ever a night of such fun 

Was passed by such girls and such boys; 
Nor ever will Annie be orphan with him, 

He told me, and Little Boy Blue 
Came back from the shadows all misty and dim, 


So glad that the toy dog was true. 


Vi 


AL D always and always he’ll keep them with him, 
He told me, through all of the years; 
Poor Topsy and Alice and dear Tiny Tim, 
And Topsy will know no more tears. 
But tales of them all he will bring Christmas night, 
The brightest and sweetest and best, 
That our boys and girls may know joy and delight 


From Santa’s Child Hosts of the Blest! 
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Che Spirit of the Day 
hrist’s ebery act,” said the patriot Mazzini to 
the working men of Italy, “was the visible sym- 


bol of the faith He spoke. 


and you will conquer. 





Be you such 
. Preach virtue, 
sacrifice, and love; and be yourselves virtuous, 
loving, and ready for self-sacrifice. Speak your 
thoughts boldly, and bravely name your wants; but without 
anger and without threats.” At this holiday, when our inspira- 
tions are carried to that hour in which the Prince of Peace 
was born, to that hour which “no trumpet blast profaned,” we 
forget our calculations and affairs and ponder the happiness of 
man. The mind and the emotions are alike extended. “I have 
always thought of Christmas time,” said CHartes Dickens, “as 
a good time; a kind, forgiving, pleasant time; a time when 
men and women seem by one consent to open their hearts 
freely.” It is a time which turns us from the moment to 
eternity; from ambition to sympathy; from controversy to 
brotherhood. The day, caroling the greatest single influence 
known to history, bespeaks the birth of dreams and powers, 
dreams and powers by which the world moves toward the end 
of soul-hunger and body’s pain. As we see the children breath- 
less before the wonder-laden bough, we are as mystified as 
they, as far transported, for we have a Christmas vision also ; 
we also hold a magic light, and feel how wonderful is_ being, 


how beautiful is love. 


An €Cpoch-Making Decision 


udge Welch's conclusions, in the California bill-board 

case, are so important to the artistic welfare of our 

country that the salient passages should be widely 

known. “A glaring bill-board, advertising, for instance, 
‘Budweiser Beer,’ set opposite a man’s house in a vacant lot, 
bordering upon a public highway in a country town devoted 
to homes, is just as offensive to the immediate residents as 
would be the maintenance of a pigsty giving forth offensive 
odors, of the maintenance of a stonebreaking machine, or the 
chime of hoarse bells. In principle, there is no difference 
between them. 

“It would be a singular result of our law if relief could not 
be had against the maintenance, for purely advertising purposes, 
of an uncouth bill-board erected opposite my house, having 
painted upon it grotesque advertisements of wines, beers, and 
whiskies, and constantly, hourly and daily, a detriment to my 
property, and a serious injury to the feelings of myself and 
my family. 

“Happily, there is a strong crusade in full swing all over 
this country against the further maintenance of bill and sign 
boards,—a crusade that, can only end, as all crusades have 
ended looking to the betterment of mankind, in the final down 


”» 


fall of this damaging kind of business. 


i 


Aaturdayp, December 14, 1907 


Protecting Mature 

he love of beauty is a deep love in the hearts of 
millions who have had no opportunity of acquiring 

what we call culture. In appreciation of architecture, 

of tragedy, of sculpture, education counts for much. 

In response to the beauties of nature, in the uplift given by 
budding trees, rising moon, or peaceful stretches of level snow, 
the most untutored often equals the scholar who has traveled 
much in realms of gold. The beauty which lies about us 
everywhere belongs as fully to the poor as to the rich, 
to the simple as to the learned, to the laborer as to the 
artist. Nothing is more significant to man, a more compelling 
influence, than the qualities of that environment of which he is 
in very truth a part, and by which his sensibilities are in no 
small degree determined. Who shall say to what extent the 
outburst of the Renaissance was made possible by the magic 
of Italian hill and dale and sky? Or whether the greatest of 
art periods could have existed had sign-boards of corsets and 
Cascarets obscured the loveliness of Greece? That dearest 
of England’s art, her poetry—the shining river of natural 
song which flowed before Cuaucer, and included SHAKESPEARE 
and WorpswortH and Burns and Keats, and which is flowing 
still—could hardly have been without the winning and intimate 
fairness of the isle Wein America are rich in landscape. From 
Maine to the sands of Florida, from the Rockies to gentle New 
England lawns, every mood is found in nature—to awe, to 
soften, to inspire. Sadly we have allowed this birthright to be 
destroyed. We have given away to private money-making those 
water-fronts which mean so infinitely much in a people’s happi- 
ness and outlook, and we are now fortunately laboring in many 
towns to win them back again. In careless hurry we have 
killed our trees, but are now at last awake to the réle they 
play in a nation’s history. ‘The business men of Cincinnati have 
lately combined. for the purpose of fighting ugliness in the bill- 
board. Our people, although the country is still new, busy, 
and commercial, are ambitious, alert, and entering upon a stage 
where they have leisure to consider those things which affect 


the intellect and the character through the taste. 


St Does Mot Pay 
n influential editor in the West wrote to an inquirer a 


letter of which the following iS an extract: 


<< Bill-board advertising doesn’t pay. We can base that on our ows 
experience. Of course, we have been opposed to the bill-board nuisance, 
] salded + estate ~ +} +1) 
and perhaps ought not to have yielded to the solicitation of the bill-posters to try the 
effect of some advertising of that kind on a special feature of the Sunday paper. 
We spent considerable money on that kind of advertising just as a trial and are satisfied 
from our experience that it does not pay. Possibly we were in a better position 
from having demonstrated by our own experience to argue that bill-board advertising 
, : } } an ” 
is not Only a nuisance Dut coes not give returns. 


Ss 


If bill board advertising is bad business to-day, every week 


education will make it wors 





re Obristmas Conitr’s -« 


O! NOW is come our joyful’st feast! 
Let every man be jolly, 

Each room with ivy leaves is drest, 
And every post with holly. 

Now all our neighbors’ chimneys smoke, 
And Christmas blocks are burning; 


Their ovens they with bak’t meats choke, 





And all their spits are turning. 


— GEORGE WITHER. 
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a Davadetta was King of said Agnes anxiously. Adam knit his brows. 
> Benares, » wrote some ‘You don’t want to—eh / know. Wonder what 
, PARES CONCETMING OtlICk- my second in command is doing—’’ Stalky tugged his 


ind of the Punjab po 
(who married Miss 
ighal) and Adam, 


mustache and fell to thinking of his Sikhs. 
‘Ah!’ said the Infant. ‘I’ve only a few thousand 
pheasants to look after. Come along and dress for 








aN ~< / his ee, a —. nas dinner. We re just ourselves.” What flowers is your 
in x ae pe sey ndian ser honor’s ladyship commanding for the table? 
PINS, ic , and lives now ata ‘Just ourselves?”’ she said, looking at the crotons in 

1@) WS It™ place called Weston the great hall. ‘‘Then let’s have marigolds—the little 
= SF ad - Ms y LS super Mare, where his cemetery ones.’’ 
Fy ee Ay ae [ax a wile plays the organ So it was ordered. 

A +r i n one of the churches. Now, marigolds to us mean the hot weather, discom- 








Semioccasionalls ip to London, and occasion fort, parting, and death That smell in our nostrils, 
ally his LK¢ i isit his friends. Otherwise he and Adam’s servant in waiting, we naturally fell back 
plays golf and follo the harriers for his figure’s sake oo more and more on the old slang, recalling at each 
ss If you remember Infant who told a tale to ( glass those who had gone before. We did not sit at the 
Eustace Cleever, the novelist, you will remember that big table. but in the bay window ove rlooking the park, 
he became a baronet with a vast estate. He has, owing where they were carting the last of the hay. When 
to cookery, a little lost his figure but he never loses twilight fell we would not have candles, but waited for 
his friends I e found a wing of his house turned the moon, and continued our talk in the dusk, that 
into a hospital for sick 1, and there I once spent a The first to enter was Agnes Strickland makes one remember 
week in the company f two dismal nurses and a Young Adam was not interested in our past ex- 
specialist u Spru Another time the place was We heard the chuff of the motor in the porch, and cept where it had touched his future I think his 
full of schoolboy race ff Anglo-Indians—whom the the first to enter was Agnes St land, whom the | mother held his hand beneath the _ table Imam 
Infant had col ted for e holiday ind they nearly fant makes no secret of adoring He is devoted, in a Din hoeless, out of respect to the floors—brought 
broke his keeper 4 fat man’s placid way, to at least eight designing him his medicine, poured it drop by drop, and asked 
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ip by wire a I le ari f a friend of mine, of Peshawur fever, and when she is in the house, it i ‘Wait to take him to his cot when he grows weary, 
Colone A. L. ¢ I that years leparted from nore than all hers said his mother, and Imam Din retired into the shadow 
us, and i 1A »had not yet terminated You didn’t send rugs enough,’’ she begat ‘‘Adam by the ancestral portraits 
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quarters’’—Stalky’s sentence burned like aslow match, 
put the explosion was not long delayed. 

“Other quarters!’’ Adam threw out a thin hand. 

“Every dog has his fleas. If you listen to ¢/Aem, of 
ecurse!’” The shake of his head was as I remembered 
it among his father’s policemen twenty years before, 
and his mother’s eyes shining through the dusk called 
on me to adore it. I kicked Stalky on the shin. One 
must not mock a young man’s first love or loyalty. 

A hank of raw cotton appeared on the table. ~ 

“T thought there might be a need. Therefore I 
packed it between our shirts,’’ said the voice of Imam 
Din. 

‘“‘Does he know as much English as that?’ 
Infant, who had forgotten his East. 

We all admired the cotton for Adam’s sake, and, in- 
deed, it was very long and glossy. 

“Tt—it’s only an experiment,’’ he said. ‘‘We’re such 
awful paupers we can’t even pay for a mail-cart in my 
district. We use a biscuit box on two bicycle wheels. 
I only got the money for that—‘the wound the stuff 
round his bony wrist—‘‘by a pure fluke.’’ 

“How much did it cost?’ asked Strickland. 

“With seed and machinery—about two hundred 
pounds. I had the labor done by cannibals.”’ 

“That sounds promising.’’ Stalky reached for a 
fresh cigarette. 

“No, thank you,’’ said Agnes. ‘‘I’ve been at Weston- 
super-Mare a little too long for cannibals. [ll go to the 
music-room, and try over next Sunday’s hymns.”’ 

She lifted the boy’s hand lightly to her lips and 
tripped across the acres of glimmering floor to the 
music-room that had been the Infant’s ancestors’ ban- 
queting hall. Her gray and silver dress disappeared 
under the musicians’ gallery; two electrics broke out, 
and she stood backed against the lines of gilded pipes. 

“There’s an abominable self-playing attachment 
here!’’ she called. 

‘‘Me!’’ the Infant answered, his napkin on his shoul- 
der. ‘‘That’s how I play Parsifal."’ 

“T prefer the direct expression. Take it away, Ipps. 
We heard only Ipps skating obediently all over the 
floor. 

“Now for the direct expression,’’ said Stalky, and 
moved on the Burgundy recommended to enrich fever- 
thinned blood. 

“Tt’s nothing much. Only the belt of cotton-soil my 
chief showed me ran right into 
the Sheshaheli country. We 
haven’t been able to prove 
cannibalism against that tribe 
in the courts; but when a 
Sheshaheli offers you four 
pounds of woman’s breast, tat- 
too marks and all, skewered 
up in a plantain leaf before 
breakfast, you—”’ 

“Naturally burn the villages 
before lunch,”’ said Stalky. 

Adam shook his_ head. 
“No troops,’’ he sighed. ‘‘I 
told my chief about it, and 
he said we must wait till 
they chopped a white man. 
He advised me if ever I felt 
like it not to commit a—a 
barren /fe/o de se, but to let 
the Sheshaheli do it. Then 
he could report, and then 
we could mop ‘em up.”’ 

“Most immoral! 

That’s how we got—’’ 
Stalky quoted the 
name of a province 
won by just such a 
sacrifice. 

‘Yes, but the beasts 
dominated one end of 
my cotton-belt like 
anything. They chiv- 
ied me out of it 
when I went to take 
soil for analysis—me 
and Imam Din,’’ 

“Sahib! Is there 


cried the 


” 


a need?”’ The voice came out of the darkness, and 
the eyes shone over Adam’s shoulder ere it ceased. 
“None. The name was taken in talk.’’ Adam abol- 
ished him with a turn of the finger. ‘‘I couldn’t make 
acasus bel/7 of it just then because my chief had taken 
all the troops to hammer a gang of slave kings up 
north Did you ever hear of our war against Ibn Ma- 


karrah? He pre ious nearly lost us the protectorate at 
one time, though he’s an ally of ours now.”’ 
‘Wasn't he rather a pernicious brute, even as they 
go?” said Stalky. ‘‘Wade told me about him last year.’’ 
“Well, his nickname all through the ce untry was 
‘The Merciful’; and he didn’t get 7// for nothing. 


None of our people ever breathes his proper name 
They said ‘He,’ or ‘That one and they didn’t say it 
aloud either. He fought us for eight months.’’ 

“IT remember. There was a paragraph about it in 


one of the papers,’’ I said 


oh No—the slavers don't come 





“We broke him thoug 
our way because our people have the req ition of 
dying too much, the first month after they’re captured. 
That knocks down profits, you see.”’ 

What about your eharmin’ friends, the Sheshahelis 
said the Infant. 

“There’s no market for Sheshaheli People would 
as soon buv crocodiles I believe before we annexed 
the country, Ibn Makarrah dropped down on ’em onc¢ 
to t I | young men nd imply he ed en in 
pie e bulk of my] rists—j 
the t. ) fo ¢ \\} + 
mot g 

[ 1 t] am 7 y } 1 , 
won ) e 1 





“Hed Sound it, and would 1 please idle ntify TF ial 


‘‘Magnificent! O magnificent!’ said the Infant 
loyally. I had never heard him sing but once; and 
then, though it was early in the tolerant morning, his 
mess had rolled him into a lotus pond. 

‘‘How did you get your cannibals to work for you?” 
Strickland asked. 

‘‘They got converted to civilization after my chief 
smashed Ibn Makarrah—just at the time I wanted ‘em. 
You see my chief had promised me in writing that if 
I could scrape up a surplus he wouldn't bag it for his 
roads this time, but I might have it for my cotton-play. 
I only needed two hundred pounds. Our revenues 
didn’t run to it.”’ 

‘‘What is your revenue?” Stalky asked in the ver- 
nacular. 

“With hut tax, traders’, game, and mining licences, 
not more than fourteen thousand rupees; every penny 
of it ear-marked months ahead.’’ Adam sighed. 

‘‘Also there is a fine for dogs straying in the Sahib’s 
camp. Last year it exceeded three rupees,’’ Imam 
Din said quietly. 

“Well, I thought that was fair. They howled so. 
We were rather strict on fines. I worked up my native 
clerk—Bulaki Ram—to a ferocious pitch of enthusiasm. 
He used to calculate the profits of our cotton-scheme to 
three points of decimals, after office. I tell you I 
envied your magistrates here hauling money out of 
motorists every week! I had managed to make our 
ordinary revenue and expenditure just about meet, and 
I was crazy to get the odd two hundred pounds for the 
cotton. That sort of thing grows on a chap when he’s 
alone, and—talks aloud!’’ 

“Hul-lo! Have you been ¢here already?’ the father 
said, and Adam nodded. 

‘““Yes. Used to spout what I could remember of 
‘Marmion’ to a tree, sir. Well, ¢Zez my tuck turned. 
One evening an English-speaking nigger came in tow- 
ing a corpse by the feet. (You get used to little things 
like that). He said he’d found it, and please would I 
identify, because if it was one of Ibn Makarrah’s men 
there might be a reward. It was an old Mohammedan, 
with a strong dash of Arab—a small-boned, bald-headed 
chap, and 1 was just wondering how 
it had kept so well in our climate 
when it sneezed. 
You ought to have 
seen the nigger! 


He fetched a howl and bolted like 
like the dog in ‘Tom Sawyer,’ when 
he sat on the What’sitsname beetl He 
yelped as he ran, and the corpse went on 
sneezing. I could see it had been 
(That’s a sort of gum 
which attacks the nervous centres. Our 
chief medical officer is writing a mono 
graph about it.) So Imam I al I 
emptied out the corpse one time, with my shaving s if 
and trade gunpowder, and hot wv 

‘I’d seen a case of sark before; s when th 
peeled off his feet, and he stopped sneezi1 Nev 
he’d live. He was bad, thoug! Lay yy for 


poison, ] C 


week while Imam Din and I massaged the p ysis 


out of him. Then he told us h ‘ HH 
three times to Mecca—come in from I 
and that he’d met the nigger | ( 
a case of “hug gece, in India nd t 
soned him. ‘That seemed rez 
I knew of coast niggers.”’ 
You believed him?’’ said | ither kee1 
‘“There was no reason I s t | 
came back, and the ( 
months,’’ Adam returned Y | \ tt ) 
type of a Mohammedan gentleman can be, | H 
was that.’’ 
‘None finer, none finer,’’ v the answer! 
Except a Sikh,”’ St ted 


“He'd been to Bomb 
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the regeneration of Turkey and the Sheik-ul-Islam_be- 
tween moves. Oh, everything under the sun we talked 
about! He was awfully open-minded. He believed 
in slavery, of course, but he quite saw that it would 
have to die out. That’s why he agreed with me about 
developing the resources of the district—by cotton- 
growing, you know.’’ 

‘You talked that, too?’’ said Strickland. 

‘Rather. We discussed it for hours. You don’t 
know what it meant to me. A wonderful man. Imam 
Din, was not our Hajji marvelous?”’ 

‘‘Most marvelous! It was all through the Hajji that 
we found the money for our cotton-play.’’ Imam Din 
had moved, I fancy, behind Strickland’s chair. 

“Yes. It must have been dead against his convic- 
tions, too. He brought me news when I was down with 
fever at Dupe, that one of Ibn Makarrah’s men was 
parading through my district with a bunch of slaves— 
in the Fork!’’ 

‘‘What’s the matter with the Fork, that you can't 
abide it?’’ said Stalky. Adam's voice had risen at the 
last word. 

‘Local etiquette, sir,’’ he replied, too earnest to 
notice Stalky’s atrocious pun. ‘If a slaver runs slaves 
through British territory he ought to pretend that 
they’re his servants. Hawkin’ ’em about in the Fork 
—the young tree that you put round their necks you 
know—is insolence—same as not backing your topsails 
in the old days. Besides, it unsettles the district.’’ 

‘TI thought you said slavers didn’t come your way,’ 
I put in. 

“They don’t. But my chief was smoking ’em out of 
the north all that season, and they were bolting into 
French territory any road they could find. My orders 
were to take no notice so long as they circulated, but 
open slave-dealing in—the—Fork was too much. I 
couldn’t go myself, so I told a couple of our Makalali 
police and Imam Din to make talk with the gentlemen 
one time. It was rather risky, ahd it might have been 
expensive, but it turned uptrumps. ‘They were back 
in a few days with the slaver (he didn’t show fight), 
and a whole crowd of witnesses, and we tried him in 
my bedroom and fined him properly. Just toshow you 
how demoralized the brute must have been (Arabs often 
go dotty after a defeat), he'd 
snapped up four or five ut- 
terly useless Shesha- 
heli, and was offering 
"em to all and sundry 

along the road. 

Why he offered 

‘em to you, didn’t 

he, Imam _ Din?’ 

‘I was witness 
that he offered 

G 


ive man-eaters for 


, 






sale,’’ said Imam 
Din. 

‘Luckily for my 
cotton-scheme, 
that landed him 
both ways. You 
see he had slaved 

/ exposed slaves 
for sale in British 
territory. That 
meant the double 
fine, if I could get 
it out of him 

What was his 
defense?” said 
Strickland, late of 
the Punjab police. 

As far as I re- 
member,—but I 
had a temperature 
of 104 degrees at 
the time—he’d 
mistaken the me- 
ridians of longi 
tude. Thought he 
was in French ter- 





ritory. Said he’d never do it again, if we’d let him off 
with a fine. I could have embraced the brute for that. 
He paid up cash like a motorist and went off one time.,”’ 
‘**Did you se hin 
Ye-e Didn’t I, Imam Di 
Assuredly the Sahib both saw and spoke to the 
1 And the S | made a speech to the man- 
ite when he freed them, and they swore to supply 
with labor for 1 his cotton-pl The Sahib 
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i 
horses in the year '84. We were quiet when they were 
gone. We waited till Imam Din returned to us from 
above and coughed at the door, as only dark-hearted 
Asia can. 

‘‘Now!’’ said Strickland, ‘‘tell us what truly befell, 
son of my servant.”’ 

‘*All befell, as our Sahib has said. Only—only there 
was an arrangement—a little arrangement on account 
of his cotton-play."’ 

“Tell! Sit! I de 
Strickland 

But the Infant had already made the sign, and we 
heard Imam Din humker down on the floor. One gets 
little out of the East at attention. 

‘‘When the fever came on our Sahib in our roofed 
house at Dupé,”’ he began, ‘‘the Hajji listened intently 
to his talk. He expected the names of women; though 
I had already told him that Our virtue was beyond 
belief or compare, and that Our sole desire was this 
cotton-play. Being at last convinced, the Hajji breathed 
on our Sahib’s forehead, to sink into his brain, news 
concerning a slave-dealer in his district who had made 
a mock of the law. Sahib,’’ Imam Din turned to 
Strickland, ‘‘our Sahib answered to the false words as 
a horse of blood answers to the spur. Hesatup. He 
issued orders for the apprehension of the slave-dealer 
Then he fell back. Then we left him.’’ 

‘‘Alone—servant of my son and son of my ser- 
vant?’’ said his father. 

‘There was an old woman which belonged 
to the Hajji. She had come in with the Hajji’s 
money-belt. The Hajji told her that if our 
Sahib died, she would lie with him. And truly 
our Sahib had given me orders to depart.”’ 

‘Being mad with fever—eh?”’ 

‘‘What could we do, Sahib? This 
cotton-play was his heart’s desire. 

He talked of it in his fever. There- 
fore it was his heart’s desire 
that the Hajji went to fetch. 
Doubtless the Hajji could have 
given him money out of hand 
enough for ten cotton-plays, 
but in this respect 
also our Sahib’s 
virtue was beyond 
belief or compare. 
Great Ones do not 
exchange moneys. 
Therefore the 
Hajji said—and | 
helped with my 
counsel —that we 
must make _ the 
arrangements to 
get the money in 
all respects con- 
formable with the English 
law. It was-great trouble 
to us, but—the Law is 
the Law. And the Hajji 
showed the old woman the 
knife by which she would 
die if 


your pardon, Infant,’’ said 


> 





our Sahib died. So 
I accompanied the Hajji.’’ = 
‘Knowing who he was?’’ 
said Strickland. 
‘‘No! Fearing the man. 
A virtue went out from him 
overbearing the virtue of 
lesser persons. The Hajji 
told Bulaki Ram, the clerk, 
to occupy the seat of gov- 
ernment at Dupé till our return. Bulaki Ram feared 
the Hajji because the Hajji had often gloatingly 
appraised his skill in figures at five thousand rupees 
upon any slave block. The Hajji then said to me 
‘Come, and we will make the man-eaters play the cot- 
ton game for my delight’s delight.” The Hajji loved 
our Sahib with the love of a father for his son, of a 
saved for his savior, of a Great One for a Great One. 
But I said: ‘We can not go to that Sheshaheli place 
without a here five.’ The 


***Ve are that labor 


hundred rifles. We have 
Hajji said: ‘I have untied a knot in my head handker- 
chief which will be more to us than a thousand.’ I saw 
that he had so loosed it that it lay flagwise on his 
shoulder. Then I knew that he was a Great One 
We came to the highlands of the Sheshaheli on the 
dawn of the second day—about the time of the stirring 
of the cold wind. The Hajji walked delicately across 
the open place where their filth is, and scratched upon 
the gate which was shut. When it opened I saw the 
man-eaters lying on their cots under the eaves of the 
huts. They rolled off; they rose up, one behind the 
other the length of the street, and the fear on their 
faces was as leaves whitening toa breeze. The Hajji 
stood in the gate guarding his skirts from defilement 
The Hajji said: ‘I am here once again. Give me six 
ind yoke up They zealously then pushed to us with 





poles six and yoked them with a heavy tree The Hajji 
then said: ‘Fetch fire from the morning hearth, and 

me to windward The wind is strong on those head 
lands at sunrise, so, when each had emptied hi rock 
of fire in front of that which was before him, the broad 
ide of the town roared into flame and all went Phe 
Hajii then said: ‘At the end of a time there will cor 
here’ the hite man whom ye once chased for sport 
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fright, Sahib! None had—none could—touch him. 
Since they were in pairs, and the other of the Fork was 
mad and sang foolishly, we waited for some heathen to 
do what was needful. There came at last Angari men 


with goats. The Hajji said to them: ‘What do you 
see?’ They said: ‘O our Lord, we neither see nor 
hear.’ The Hajji said: ‘But I command ye to see and 


to hear and to say.’ They said: ‘O our Lord, it is to 
our commanded eyes as though slaves stood in a Fork.’ 
The Hajji said: ‘So testify before the officer who waits 
you in the town of Dupé.’ They said: ‘What shall 
come to us after?’ The Hajji said: ‘The just reward for 
the informer. But if ye do xo/ testify, then a punish- 
ment which shall cause birds to fall from the trees in 
terror and monkeys to scream for pity.’ Hearing this, 
the Angari men hastened to Dupé. The Hajji then 
said to me: ‘Are those things sufficient to establish our 
case, or must I drive in a village full?’ I said that three 
witnesses amply established any case, but as yet, I 
said, the Hajji had not offered his slaves for sale. It is 
true, as our Sahib said just now, there is one fine for 
catching slaves and yet another for making to sell them. 
And it was the double fine that we needed, Sahib, for 
our Sahib’s cotton-play. We had forearranged all this 
with Bulaki Ram, who knows the English law, and I 
thought the Hajji remembered, but he grew angry and 
cried out: ‘O God, 
Refuge of the Af- 
flicted, must I, who 
am what I am, peddle 
this dog’s meat by 
the roadside to gain 
his delight for my 
heart’sdelight !’ None 
the less he perceived 
it was the English 
law, and so he offered 
me the six—five, in 
a small voice, with an 
averted head. The 
Sheshaheli do not 
smell of sour milk as 
heathen should. They 
smell like leopards, 
Sahib. This is because 
they eat men.’’ 
‘*Maybe,”’ said Strick- 
land. ‘‘But where were 
‘hy wits? One witness 
is not sufficient to estab- 
lish the fact of a sale.’’ 


» and your spawn after you’ 


‘What could we do, Sa 
hib? There was the Hajji’s 
reputation to consider. We 
could not have called in a 
heathen witness for such a 
thing. And, moreover, the 
Sahib forgets that the de- 
fendant himself was mak- 
ing this case. He would not 


contest his own evidence. 
Otherwise / know the law of evidence well enough 
‘So then we went to Dupé, and while Bulaki Ram 


waited amid the Angari men, I ran to see our Sahib in 
bed. His eyes were very bright and his mouth was full 
of upside-down orders, but the old woman had not 

1} hair for death. The Hajji said: ‘Be quick 


loosene a ner 
with my trial. Iam not Job!’ The Hajji was a learned 


man. We made the trial swiftly to a sound of soothing 
voices round the bed. Yet—ye/, because no man cat 
be sure whether a Sahib of that blood sees, or does not 


see, we made it strictly in the manner of the forms of 





the English law Only the witnesses and the slaves 
and the prisoner we kept without for his nose’s sak¢ 
‘Then he did not see the prisoner?” said Strickland 


iri in case he should 
was too far fevered 
signed the 


‘I stood by to shackle up an Ang 
lemand it, but, by God’s favor, he 
to ask for one It is 





quite true he pap 
It is quite true he saw the money put away in the é 
two hundred and ten English pounds—and it 
true that the gold wrought on him as a ong cu 
But as to his seeing the prisoner, and having speecl 
with the man-eaters—the Hajji breathed all that on hi 
forehead to sink into his sick brain A little ye 
have heard las remained Ah, but when the 
er broke, and our Sahib « illed for the fine-boo ! 
thin little picture-books from Europe with the pic 
t plow d hoes and cotton-mills—ah, tl 
| ied as he used to laugh, Sahib. It was his hear 
( this cotton-play The Hajji loved him, as wl 
t It i little, little arrangement, S$ 
y it nec iry to tell all the world 
l thou ow wh th H 1 


is quite true as our Sahib says, the man-eaters lay flat 
about his feet, and called for spades to cultivate cotton, 
That very night, when I was cooking the dinner, the 
Hajji said to me: ‘I go tomy own place, though God 
knows whether the Man with the Stone Eyes have left 
me an ox, a slave, or a woman.’ I said: ‘Thou art then 
That One?? The Hajji said: ‘Iam ten thousand rupees 
reward into thy hand. Shall we make another law case 
and get more cotton machines for the boy?’ I said: 
‘What dog am I to do this? May God prolong thy life 
a thousand years!’ The Hajji said: ‘Who has seen to- 
morrow? God has given me as it were a son in my old 
age, and I praise Him. See that the breed is not lost! 

‘‘He walked then from the cooking-place to our 
Sahib’s office-table under the tree, where our Sahib 
held in his hand a blue envelope of service, newly come 
in by runner from the North. At this, fearing evil 
news, I would have restrained the Hajji, but he said: 
‘We be both Great Ones. Neither of us will fail.” Our 
Sahib looked up to invite the Hajji to approach before 
he opened the letter, but the Hajji stood off till our 
Sahib had well opened and well read the letter. Then 
the Hajji said: ‘Is it permitted to say farewell?’ Our 
Sahib stabbed the latter on the file with a deep and 
joyful breath and cried a welcome. The Hajji said: ‘] 
go to my own place,’ and he loosed from his neck a 
chained heart of ambergris set in soft gold and held it 
forth. Our Sahib snatched it swiftly in the closed fist, 
down turned, and said: ‘If aught be written hereon, it 
is needless, for the name is already engraved on my 
heart.’ The Hajji said: ‘And on mine also is a name 
engraved; but there is no name on the amulet.’ The 
Hajji stooped to our Sahib’s feet, but our Sahib raised 
and embraced him, and the Hajji covered his mouth 
with his shoulder-cloth because it worked, and so he 
went away.”’ 

‘‘And what was in the letter?’’ Stalky murmured. 

‘Only an order for our Sahib to write a report on 
some new Cattle sickness. But all orders come in the 
same make of envelope. We could not tell what it 
might have been.”’ 

‘*‘When he opened the letter—my son—made he no 
sign?’ Acough? An oath?’’ Strickland asked. 

‘‘None, Sahib. I watched his hands. They did not 
shake. Afterward he wiped his face, but he was sweat- 
ing before from the heat.”’ 

‘‘Did he know? Did he know who the Hajji was?’ 
said the Infant in English 







‘Tam a poor man. Who can say what a Sahib 
of that get knows or does not know? But the Hajji 
is right. The breed should not be lost. It is 

not very hot for little 
children in Dupé, and 


as regards 

my sister’s 
Jull—”’ 
“Hm THat. is 
the boy’s own con- 


nurses, 
cousin at 


cern. I wonder 
if his Chief ever 
knew,’’ said 


Strickland. 
““Assu redly 


said Imam _ Din. 
“On the night be- 
fore our Sahib 
went down to the 
sea, the Great 
Sahib—the Man 
with the Stone 
Eyes—dined with 


him in his camp, I 
being in charge of 
the table. They 
talked a long while 





and the Great 

Sahib said: ‘What 

didst thou think of 

ee hl That One?’ (H’e do 
not say Ibn Makarrah 

yonder Our Sahib 

said ‘Which one?’ 


The Great Sahib said: 
‘That One which taught thy man-eaters to grow cotton 
for thee He was in thy district three months to my 
certain knowledge, and I looked by every runner that 


thou wouldst send me in his head.’ Our Sahib said 
‘If his head had been needed, another man should have 
been appointed to govern my district, for he was my 
riend.’ The Great Sahib laughed and said: ‘If I had 
needed a lesser man in thy place be sure I would have 


That One, be 
ae t > 1] 
to bring it tome. But tell 


sent him, as if I had needed the head of 


ure I would have sent men 








I te 
me now, by what means didst thou twist him to thy 
use and our profit in this cotton-play?’ Our Sahib 
said: ‘My God, I did not use that man in any fashion 
whatsoever. He was my friend.’ The Great Sahib 
aid Toh Vau! (Bosh!) Tell!’ Our Sahib shook 

head as he does—as he did—when a child, and they 
looked at each other like sword-play men in the ring 
it a fail The Great Sahib dropped his eyes first anc 
uid: ‘So be it. I should perhaps have answered 
thus in my youth. No matter I have made treaty 
with That One as an all ot the t ti Some dav he 
tell me the tale.’ Then I brought in fresh coffee 
i 1 the eased But I That One will tell 
G t Sahib more t » told him 
WI retor la ed 
Bec e they are both Great Ones, and I have ob- 
my life that Great Ones employ words ve 
vetween each other in their dealings; still I 
hen they peak to i third concer! those dealings 
A they profit by silence Now I think that the 
I me down from | room, and I will 
Hi h t Agne t t tl tairhe 
tl to the mt 
e‘‘M 
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4 e@ 1 Between 
Cwo Bays 


E WERE waiting for the 
tide to ebb before resum- 
ing work on the schoon- 
er’s bottom. There was 
nothing the matter with 
her planks; but she had 
become so foul by months 
= of cruising in the warm, 
39 fertile waters of the Gulf 
of California that she 
could not come about in anything less than a whole-sail 
breeze. From the water-line down she had grown a 
yard-long beard of sea greens that must have weighed 
several tons. This growth, teeming with marine life— 
diminutive abalonés, crabs, spiders, baby squids, and 
enormous barnacles that looked like extinct volcanoes 
filled with marrow—made the work of cleaning her 
difficult and repulsive. With the least exposure to the 
tropic sun she stank like a rotten fish; the 

weeds clung to her planks as hair clings to 

the head, and we were forever slicing 

our hands and forearms on the bar- 

nacles. We had warped her into one 

of two small shallow bays, divided b 

from each other by a high promon- 

tory of drifted sand; and as the tide \ 
receded, and left her drying and 
stinking, we worked against time 
and a slender larder to get her clean. 
When the unfinished work had been 
covered by the rising tide, and fur- 
ther barbering became impossible, 
we would retire to the sands that 
divided the two bays, to grumble 
and to smoke. 

The sand of which the promontory 
was composed, though dry as dust, 
had a kind of inherent cohesiveness that 
caused it to maintain itself in hillocks 
and pinnacles and curious monumental 
forms, among which it was possible to 
find shade. 

Our favorite place to smoke and 
grumble was a hollow, round like a 
bird’s nest, with one beetling elevation 
of sand to the west of it and another to 
the east. Except at high noon, there 
was always shade in the hollow, and 
sometimes a kind of draft (less than 
the least breeze) was imagined to pass 
over it. 

Looking south or north from this 
nest the views were very much thi 
same, except that in the foreground, or 
forewater of the south exposure, was 
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the grounded schooner and_ the — 
schooner’s boat moored to the beach =" 
by a staked oar. To the eyes of in i 

struments there may have been a ee 
calculable difference between the a 


two bays of which we had the 
prospect, but to the human eye 
there was none; nor was there 
between the white desert shores, 
blotched with pale blue shadows 
that semicircled them. The two bays 
were like the upper half of a vast 
pair of blue spectacles, of which the 
promontory dividing them was th« 


nosepiece; the semicircling beaches 


the silver rims; the blue shadows 
tarnishes. It was a prospect with 
which one soon sickened and soon grew 
angry. Of vegetation there was not so 


much as one dead stem. 
During our periods of enforced idleness 
the prevailing atmosphere was one of pes 





simism. Our expedition had been a fail 
ure from the beginning. We were even 
ashamed to recall what we had once con 
ceived to be its purpose. We said only In the stern 
“Let us once get back to San Francisco 
and somebody will smart for his smartness.’’ We had 
long since consigned the map, with its alluring dire« 
tions in red ink, its infinity of plausible detail, and its 
general and particular versimilitude, to the reddest 
devils of the deep sea Let Arunde get the rubies 
himself,’’ we said Rubies—hell!”’ 

[here were five of us: four young fools, Crisp, 
Hawes, Meff, and myself, and Morgridge, who was an 
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A junk headed into the bay 


old fool. We formed, together with Arundel, sick in 
a San Francisco hospital with tuberculosis of the bone 
(and lucky to be so well off, we thought), a stock com- 
pany with a jointly paid-in capital of twenty-five hun- 
dred dollars. The company had paid Arundel two 
hundred dollars for his map, and chartered the schooner 
(renamed her the Avy), found her in water, provi- 
sions, and firearms, and, with Morgridge in command, 
set sail forthe Gulf of California. 
Arrived without mishap in those 
sharky, blistering waters, we 
cruised week after week, month 
after month, seeking the key to 
Arundel’s map. ‘‘I 

can only tell 

you,’’ he had 


said, ‘‘that 
therearetwo 
bays, very 
much alike, 
separated by 
sand dunes 
to the 


high 
The bay 
north is 
marked, where it bites 
deepest into the des- 


ert, by a_ kind of 
granite monolith that 
you can see for miles 
It must be fifty feet 
high, and looks like 
an obelisk in the mak- 


ing. The trail starts 
a little to the 
north of this, 
and then you 
can apply the 


map, and it will 


tell you more 
than I can.’’ 
We happened to be seated, 
grumbling and smoking, be- 
tween two such bays as Arun 
del had described. But they 
were not the first pair we had 
found, nor the second. The 
whole coast was pitted with 
emicircular bays, and it had been no 
great trick to discover pair after pair 
s like as the eyes in a man’s head 
The trick was to find one single, sol 
itary needle of granite. And in that 
we had dismally failed Indeed, it 
the course of a hundred landings at 
had not found so 


various points we 

much as one pebble bigger than a 

robin’s egg. There was nothing but 

sand: there wasn’t even sandstone 
wea fat Chinaman The onl big, hard things wert 

ibalone shells that had been washed 
ishore. To have continued so long to hunt for a gran 


ite monolith in a region which emphatically denied 
+) 


the possibility of its containing one was a reflectio! 
upon the intelligence of concerned 
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Morgridge, who was near-sighted and never without 
his binoculars, lay on his belly and elbows, listlessly 
following the gambols of a porpoise school the 
waters of the northern bay He remarked that th 
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sight cooled him. Meff, with his eye 
on the tide, said that he was sorry to 
say we could get back to work in about 
twenty minutes; Hawes and Crisp were 
quarreling desultorily over a game of 
piquet, in which was involved the filthi- 
est, most dog’s-eared pack of cards I 
‘I sazd you had point,’’ said Crisp; ‘‘shut 
up and go on.’’ ‘‘Tierce to the king, twice,’’ said 
Hawes, not with any great hope. ‘‘You saw the dis- 
card,’”’ said Crisp, ‘‘I only took one card; you mus/ 


ever saw. 


know that I’ve got the knave quint in diamonds. It’s 
awfully damn dull playing with you. I have to tell 
you everything.’’ ‘‘Yes, you’re the whole show,”’ 


said Hawes; ‘‘everybody knows that.’’ The voices of 
the two, if sarcastic, were listless, and neither seemed 
capable of raising more than a shadow of resentment 
in the other. Lead, fool,’’ said Hawes quietly. 
‘Twenty-one, pinhead,’’ retorted Crisp, and he led 
with the king of spades. 

‘‘Boys,’’ said Morgridge suddenly, ‘‘there’s a junk 
heading into the bay.”’ 


e@ 11 Che Bellow Umbrella 


HE waters of the Gulf of California are rarely 

sailed; the shores more rarely tramped. Of 
the region’s shadows no one is cast by the 
hand of the law. Diogenes would find there 
no honest face in which to shine his lantern. 
There men with itching palms, and pasts that 
clamor of unsuccess, voyage now and then in 
ill-found craft, drawn by rumors. To some 
the inland mountains have yielded metals; 
now and then a lucky crew are enticed along a wake 
of ambrosial sweetness, to find in the waters a lump of 
ambergris that floats in the rainbow colors of its self- 
exuded oil, and is more precious than gold. From 
beneath the waters now and then are fished up bright 
and heavy pearls, orient, and abalone. But of ten 
crews that go there is one that comes back with treas- 
ure—the mother of rumors—there are two that come 
back with nothing but scurvy, and there are seven 
that do not come back at all. 

Only Chinamen, light of appetite and clean to the 
last nail, can long endure the climate, and only the 
Chinese expeditions strike an average of success. But 
in those unpoliced waters a junk of Chinamen is a thing 
for white men toavoid. It isa devil, sea-buffeting, and, 
before the wind, swift. It is filled with cheap lives, it 
is full of greed, full of rifles, and formidable in patience 
ind surprise. 

That the crew of the junk now rounding the north- 
ern horn of the northern bay, perhaps a half-mile dis- 
tant, would not soon discover us among the shadows 
ind hollows of the dunes was probable; and, of course, 
the schooner was completely screened from the most 
alert eye by the whole mass of the promontory which 
divided one bay from the other. But it was also prob- 
able that in the course of time the junk would round 
that screen and become unpreventably interested in 
our private affairs: interested surely, and perhaps in- 
volved. For if the junk’s captain thought that we had 
anything that he wanted, he would try to take it. But 
not at once 

There would pass between the junk and the schooner 
very ceremonious and courteous greetings, and the 
junk would lumber away as if intent upon some far-off 


destiny. But she would not go very far: just out of 
sight around the next corner, and she would come 
back; not the same night, when all of us would be 


watching, nor the night after when half of us would be 


still nervous enough to keep awake, but later, by sev- 
eral nights, and at her own well-chosen and sudden 
time. She had a crew, probably of at least twenty-five, 
with a rifle, knife, and revolver apiece 
machine gun, probably. Surely she had no morals. 


she had a little 


To the naked eve the junk presente d little but a color 
scheme, and it needed a turn at the binoculars to see 
faces and details. The color scheme, like that of all 
junks, was a sincere if misguided effort to achieve the 
beautiful Her body was painted indigo blue; the 
square sail by which she was drawn slowly into the bay 
was pure vermilion And aft some one had spread, t 
keep off the sun, a bright yellow umbrella. 

From a brazier in the bow of the junk rose a totter 

thread of bluish smoke 1 be le the brazie 
13 





re Opristmas Coniers -« 


this through the glass) stood a lofty Chinaman. He was 
nearly naked, and absolutely expressionless; a splen- 
didly molded, utterly lifeless statue of brownish yellow 
clay. An enormous brass cymbal dangled by a thong 
from each of his wrists. The inanimate cymbals were 
the only things about him that moved. Amidships was 
a circle of half-naked men, squatting, gesticulating, 
and articulating, who seemed intent upon something in 
their midst. We hazarded that it wasa game of fan 
tan. In the stern, only a little less statuesque (because 
of more drapery) than the man in the bow, stood the 
helmsman, his hands clasped about the grip of a twelve- 
foot indigo oar, whose blade, half immersed, followed 
in the junk’s wake like the dorsal fin-of a shark. A 
little in front, and to one side of the helmsman, was 
spread the yellow umbrella. Under it was seated, 
cross-legged, a Chinaman, mountainous 

with robes and fat. He was more than 
a detail and, except for his umbrella, 
less than a complete tone of the junk’s 
color scheme. His voluminous robes, 
mauvely and greenly brocaded with 
indistinguishable patterns, were of 
the richest and darkest blue imagin 
able. He ex- 

uded an _ at- 

mosphere of 


ruches. You 
knew at once 
that he was 


many times a 

millionaire Mead, : 
You knew, too, ~ 
that he had lived well, and ed 
revolved among pleasant 


episodes and people. There 
was an expression upon his 
face that I have never be- 
fore, nor since, seen upon 
the face of an Oriental— 
jollity. Through the glass 
we could see that from time 
to time he smiled a broad 
appreciative smile, begot- 
ten doubtless of some sud- 
den, transient thought. 
And whenever he smiled he 
twirled the handle of the 
yellow umbrella with his fat 
fingers. On his head was a 
little blue cap terminated by a large green button 
Occasionally he fanned himself with a little round fan 
The junk’s course was a long curve, parallel to that of 
the shore, and as close to it as the shelving nature of 
the beach would safely allow. Asshe was steered more 
and more to the starboard her big vermilion sail began 
to shut off our view of the stern and to cast its shadow 
over the fan-tan players. The helmsman and the man 
with the yellow umbrella disappeared, and as the junk 
veered more and more a funny fat little vermilion 
dinghy came into sight, trailed by a rope off her port 
quarter. The breeze had now sunk to a series of mild, 
unconnected puffs, and the junk’s progress was very 
slow. She had covered half of the bay’s curve, and 
was distant from us, perhaps, a quarter of a mile, when 
suddenly the man in the bow raised his cymbals and 
brought them together. As the cymbals separated for 
a second stroke, the clanging, brassy clash of the first 
concussion reached our ears; and with it a chorus of 
piercing minor falsetto notes from the fan-tan players 
who had risen to their feet 

The junk swung more and more, and the yellow 
umbrella began to detach itself from the lower port 
corner of the vermilion sail. Two men ran forward 
to the anchor, and as the junk came into the wind 
and to the end of her momentum let it go with a 
fine splash. The junk’s stern now faced the shore 
and the man with the yellow umbrella rose and wad 
dled to the rail. The little round tan disappeared up 
one of his voluminous sleeves, and from the same re 
ceptacle he drew what appeared to be a double-ended 
purse, well filled. This he flung into the water—a 
golden sacrifice, we learned later, to the gods who had 
given him leave to pass across their sea. Then he 
waddled forward, and seating himself on the rail swung 
his legs and the skirt of his robe outboard, dropped 
heavily into the dinghy and precipitately seated hin 

















self. He was followed by the junk’s helmsman, who 
having cast loose, dipped with a long paddle, and 
directed the overladen craft toward the shore. The 
clashing of the cymbals and the chorus of falsetto 
wails, which had never ceased, now redoubled in ard 
ind tempo, and as suddenly stopped when the ding! 
bumped against the beach, and the man with the ye 
low umbrella clambered heavily over her bow and stood 
upon the shore 
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He turned and watched the 
is she returned, powerfully 


aboard. He sto 
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until, after one last bobbing, it disappeared from view 
‘I'm going to find out where he’s going,’’ said 
Morgridge. 

We fetched our rifles from the schooner and, reclimb 
ing the promontory, in a body descended to the beach 
on the other side, and followed it to the point where 
its smooth surface was broken at right angles by the 

the deeply marked 
footprints of the 
~ fat Chinaman 


» 


He waddled across 
the beach 





*@ Ill fienewed Faith 


E FOLLOWED the track up into the dunes, with 
Morgridge leading by twenty feet and Hawes 
bringing up the rear. Meff and I, making jocu 
lar efforts to borrow aids to ascending loco- 
motion from each other, ‘‘scrapped’’ along in 
the middle. I had hooked a surreptitious finger 
into Meff’s belt, and thereby lightened myselt 
during one entire step, ‘when (it was just as 
Meff secured his release by planting an elbow 
in the pit of my stomach) suddenly Morgridge, who 
had reached to the higher levels of the dunes, ejacu 
lated sharply and sprang out of sight. We scrambled 
briskly, all four of us, to be in the know, and 
found him, his thumbs in his armpits, a smil 
on his face (a jocosely assumed attitude of low 
comedy), and his right foot planted high upo 
the curve of a gigantic weather-worn pillar 
of granite that lay in and out of the sand 

‘‘Morgridge,’’ said he, ‘‘that great leade 
in the act of discovering Arundel’s 
landmark, and proving to a skeptica 
world that Arundel was not a liar 

My God! boys,”’ he cried, his ex 
pression shifting from one of low 
comedy to one of uncontainabl 
greed and excitement My God 
boys, we’ve as good as got em 

“The damn thing,’’ said Crisp 

has fallen down, and that’s why 
we couldn’t see it. Kick it 


somebody with stout shoes 
Don’t kick it,’’ said 
Meff, ‘‘it’s a good land 
mark to get itself 
found He stooped and 


patted the monolith 
me pats a gor id dog 


Now this 


is where 


stood,’’ said Morgridge 
and Arundel’s may 
ays the course is due 


east from the pedestal 
‘Direction 
said Hawes, ind dis At 
tance forty miles 
Attached to my watcl 


due east 
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triped tiger’s eyes, a boyhood relic from Pet 
key, Michigan I looked from this to the tracks mad 
by the fat Chinaman, and found that iving 
proached the fallen monolith fron 1 littl uuth « 
west, he had, on reaching its former base, veered 
little and pointed 
eyes along the line p 
ery far rf the ep 
1 deepe + + ¢ 
S ly I i 
e going he w 
I belie ( Mc r We | 
llow e yellow umbrel 
oA « wht ( 
st H 
W i y€ i ¢ ne ( 
] 
H I da 4 
\ 
} M 
1 , , ¢ ; 9 ort - | 





We took up the trail, floundering heavily, and mak 
ing slow way of it. We were unused to walking; the 
atmosphere at the surface of the desert fumed and 
gyrated in the heat. The sun, now west of the zenith, 
lay upon the back like a garment of fire. Our sweat 
laved the unfertile sand. We had not, after the first 
quarter of a mile, a single joke or happy thought left 
mong us. 

At first we gained upon the yellow umbrella, and had 
the fat Chinaman looked over his shoulder there wert 
times when he must have seen us; but he was intent 
upon his journey, and waddled eastward at a rate which 
was unpleasant to equal, and so difficult to exceed that 
we were soon content not to. 

He preceded us by half a mile; in that atmosphere it 
had the effect of less; and he never swerved frem his 
course, nor glanced to the right or the left. If my 
sweat-stung eyes had been keen for beauty, I should 
have admired inordinately the gorgeousness of color 
made against the silver desert by the blue robes and 
yellow umbrella of our celestial friend. But I was be- 
neath admiring, and noticed only, and 1 do not know 
why, that as the sun descended lower from the zenith, 
the umbrella was tilted further and further to inter 
rupt dts scorching rays so that 
first the Chinaman’s head disap 
peared behind its lower rim, then 
his shoulders, and then his trunk 
to the waist. 

Thus passed a number of hours, 
but not the limits of that fat 
Chinaman’s endurance and pa 
Momentarily I expected the yellow 
umbrella turn to right or left and halt at some cache 
of water and food, but we were destined to enjoy no 
such blessed nepenthe that day. 

Serenely and indomitably bobbed the yellow um 
brella, carrying its round of shadow over innumerable 
desert miles. From a slender crescent it became a 
full orbit that flamed in the rays of the setting sun. 

‘We must get nearer before dark,’’ said Morgridge, 
ind he set upa herculean example of progress. But 
the fat Chinaman, whom we had laughed at for his 
labored waddling, began now to stand in our jaded 
minds for the very acme and poetry of motion. By 
dusk we respected him, but by dark, though we had 
gained a quarter of a mile and wished ourselves 
dead, we pronounced him, petticoats and fat consid 
ered, the most wonderful walker that the world 


to see 


tience 


had ever known. 
At dark he lowered his umbrella, and 
> for a time we lost sight of him. But as 


the stars brightened we could follow his 












deep steps, and had presently a' 
7 sight of him, his robes silvery i1 
f the starlight, and perceived that 
} he had faced about and was com 
ing toward us 
. Breathing quickly, but ut 
terly fearless, he waddled int 
our midst. 

‘I come all the way back 
he said, ‘‘to say I go alto 
gether forty miles without no 

v - : stop. I think it very 
, fine courteous action to 
take all this trouble for 

. L N trange gentlema 
. ~ , You like ‘to come 11 
i % the way, I say nothing 

’ none of my damn busi 
ness Only top to tell 


very far away, all 


you 





the way nasty sand. I 
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*® IV Sang Ci 


O YOU often go where you 
are going?’’ I asked. 

‘*Go now for first time,’ 
said Sang Ti. ‘‘Chen Chan 
very fine old sacred holy 
place to end days in.’ 

“You don’t expect to 
end your days at Ch 

‘Do you?” 





Chen—Chan?”’ I asked. 
“Oh, yes, before long. You see I am dedicate from 
little boy to the High Gods, I am requested to have 
very fine high successful happy life, through interces 
sion of parents and promises to the 
High Gods. All is accomplish. | 
go high up; lead a very fine benevo- 
lent life; accumulate very large for 
tune; do everything just right; and = 
now must pay up promises made for 
me to the High Gods by parents. 
The moon had risen, and the desert 
was as if flooded with quicksilver and 


ink. Sang Ti turned his fat, jolly 
face, beaded with sweat, and beamed at me 
He thrust a hand under the silk cord that 
girdled him at the waist 
‘On forty-fifth day of birth he said, ‘‘I hand ove: 


this cord to priest of the High Gods; and he hand ovet 


to me to hold the ruby box and holy shark tooth; and 

I think a little while of the insignificance of life, and 

am soon strangled by priest. Then I have paid up.’ 
‘Do you mean to say,’’ I exclaimed, ‘‘that you are 


taking all this trouble to get yourself strangled?’ 

“The promises of parents,’’ said he, ‘‘now dead, is 
very fine holy sort of thing, not to be broken. I will 
arrange to have youand your friends see the strangling 
It will be very interesting, dignified occurrence.’ 

Though Sang Ti enjoyed, for a Chinaman, a very 
large command of the English language, I was con 
cluding that he either could not possibly know what he 
was talking about, or that he was making an elaborate 
effort to ‘‘string’’ me, when, with the tail of my eye, 1 
caught him in the act of feeling his throat, very ten 
derly, with a fat thumb and forefinger. His face for 
the moment wore an expression of wonder mixed 
with panic. But in a moment it passed, and with 
a sudden laugh he lowered his hand. 

‘You are considering me very practical joker 
he said But I give you very honest man’s word 
that being strangled at forty-five is very 
damn miserable joke. I am, however, a 
very fine philosopher.’ 

‘‘What’s the holy shark tooth?”’ 

“Him not too good to touch,” said Sang 
Ti. ‘‘He take care of ruby box.’ 

We labored on in silence, and 
the moon sailed higher and higher 


I asked f 


in the heavens. A faint, hot 
breeze arose and blew in our 
faces The night,’’ said Sang 


Ti, ‘‘is a Nubian empress; het 


robes are sewed with diamonds; the 

moon is a gong of silver the sand 1 

the ashes of broken words ‘ 
‘Are you making that up, or trans wee 


lating?’ I asked 
“The wind he said is some very 
fine high god sighing I fancy Liang 
Tsang.’’ 
Who is he 
“Liang Tsang a yellow elephant by 
daylight, but by night-time a very potent, strong go 
that blow the world. He a breeze when hi 
sigh, and a wind when he groan 
Isn’t he happy?”’ I asked 
groan 
‘‘Because he an exile. He can blow everywhere but 
not over China. But when the end of the world ap- 
proaches it is promised him that for one day in the 
he shall be a violet, with roots in fe1 


around 


Why does he 


sigh and 


Spring ot year 











tile soil of Shan-tung. It a saying of us, ‘Keep your 
promises, for the day approaches when Liang Tsang 
shall be a violet in tl fields of Shan-tung, and the 
perverted shall be divided among a thousand thou 
sand hells.’’ 
Does your creed embrace so many hells?’’ I asked 
Oh, ye ne iid simply, ‘‘or what could be dons 
With all Caucasian and E in races In China 
man ed tl er) ictory place provided 
re ody 
[The policy « I ypen door I suggested 
Op Oo go ll he said ind shut to go out 
I looked over my shoulder and saw that our company 
be n tostraggle badly. Only Meff and Morgridg¢ 
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ing it the sun sank so low that our shadows reached 
the top an 
then 
nearer. 


crowd—not in this desert. You'll rest yourself till 
we’re ready.to go on.” 

Sang Ti stood his umbrella into the sand and turned 
back the borders of his sleeves 

‘You,’’ he said to Morgridge, ‘‘are very uncivil, lazy 
selfish damn rascal, and you, too. 

He stood between Morgridge 
quickly from one to the other. 

‘‘You interfere with Chinese gentleman, he teach 
you more respec table damn manners.’’ So saying, and 
just as Crisp was coming up, he seized Morgridge and 
Meff by the backs of their necks and began to knock 
their heads together. He finished the lesson of cour- 
tesy by suddenly jerking in opposite directions and 
letting go. Meff fell in his tracks, but 
Morgridge, dropping his rifle, stag- 
gered for a long distance 
before he came to 


and Meff, looking 


€ 








bodies. But the trees 
drawn wozderfully 


hour before our 


and the lake had _ been 


At our feet was spread the lake, shaped roughly like 


a vast human foot, and beyond it among’ the trees we 
could see pagoda-shaped buildings and, going and com- 


ing, long-robed Chinamen and little children and dogs. 
We could hear the dogs. And as the dusk deepened 
braziers began to twinkle palely here and there. 

It was dark when we reached the lake and, casting 
aside our weapons and watches, plunged into it, and 
felt the water rush in through our pores and begin to 
rebuild our wasted tissues and make rounded men of 

us once more. After a while, chin-deep 

immersed in de- 
liciousness, 
with the rap- 
ture of hooked 
fish that have 
been returned 
to their ele- 
ment, we be- 
yan todrink. 


Sang Ti, always followed by the man in gray with the gong 


With 
regained his umbrella and waddled away 
‘I'll kill the dog,’’ yelled Morgridge 
springing with blazing eyes for the rifle 
which had been shaken from his hand. 


ground. a silvery laugh Sang Ti 
a4 i g g 


‘No,’ said Crisp. And as Morgridg« 
sprang for the rifle he hooked his foot and 
threw him heavily. Then he sat on him. 

Morgridge with all the strength thrashed 
and pressed out of him could only wriggl 
and swear obscurely in a whining voice 
He was on the verge of tears 

I am far from suspecting Sang Ti of the 
fear of death, but he reserved to himself 
the choice of its manner, and had dropped 
in conversation the hint that he was very 
earnest to be strangled. Anyway, though the desert 

was flooded with light from the setting 

: moon, he disappeared from view in a 

A wonderfully short time; and we (who 
; were five fools) slept in our tracks while 

» & the night waned, and woke to see the 
” ~ dawn stream up behind the eastern 
rim of the desert like a conflagration 

I shall not soon forget the horri- 
march that then began, straight 
into the molten 
furnace:eye ol 
the sun. What- 
ever of mois- 
ture was in us 
was sucked out 
through the 
pores of our 
scorching hides 
and turned into 
dust We felt 
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ourselves grow light All t constituents which had 
ide human beings of us began to diminish except 
two: pain swelled in our brains, and in our mouths, 
our tongues. The heat that we had endured on the 
coast was temperate compared to the blasts of that 
nland desert. 
We would have lain down and died, or some of 
would (Meff was forever suggesting it) if very early 
ning had 1 I 1 led by the Chinamar 
icks to the top of ng rise, from which could be 
eel far in the listance vhat looked like purpl 
I I h I n l rt] ol 
ce ¢ Db KCI il which we kne I tre¢ 
y lal ecks of é ime 
l r he 1 r uesset t! t ey 
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se V Chen Chan 


E WALKED, dripping, around the end of 
the lake, and in close order with weapons 
handy, for we did not know what reception 
to expect, passed down an avenue of ragged 
traveler's palms, and reached the first 
house of the single-streeted settlement. In 
the doorway of the house, smoking a long 
thick-stemmed pipe, sat Sang Ti. The 
water still running from our clothes, we 
drew up before him. 

‘‘Everybody gone to bed except me,”’ 
was his greeting. ‘‘I of opinion that life 
too short now for sleep. Now, suppose you look about 
a bit, and go back home. Priest say this very unhealthy 
place for white men. Only other white visitor name 
Arundel; some low damn thieving rascal. Priest say 
if you come up, to say better go way again.”’ 

‘How many people live here?’’ asked Morgridge in a 
voice which he strove to make civil. 

‘‘Maybe about thirty,’’ said Sang Ti 

Thirty men?” I asked. 

Oh, no,’’ he said, ‘‘all kinds.’’ 

You see,’’ I said, ‘‘we couldn’t go back right off. 
We couldn’t walk a mile more to save our souls. We'll 
have to rest a bit.’’ 

‘*Priest not like that,’’ said Sang Ti; ‘‘but never 
mind. Suppose all stay except that old rascal.’’ He 
indicated Morgridge with his pipe stem. 

‘I guess we'll all stay,’’ said Crisp firmly. 

‘‘All that contrary to rules,’’ objected Sang Ti. ‘‘ But 
all same contrary to rules to use force; so what can do? 
Why you come anyhow? Maybe you come to steal very 
fine High God’s ruby box?’’ 

His eyes twinkled from one guilt-confessing 
face to the next, and he chuckled. 

Suppose yes,’’ he said, ‘‘and you 
make .ff with ruby box, and suppose you go a 
little way and that uncivil rascal’’—again he 
pointed to Morgridge—‘‘feel sudden pain and 
die, and then that man—”’ 

‘My name is Crisp,’’ said Crisp. 

‘Suppose then that man Crisp feel sudden 
pain and die, and so on. You think not very 
nice? Ruby box have live in Chen Chan for 
maybe two thousand years. Chen Chan oldest 
settlement in America. Very High God Liang 
Tsang cross desert one time, and have to put 
foot down once. That make very fine lake. 
All same time he drop ruby box and holy 
shark’s tooth, and pretty soon he cross ocean, 
and see junk of China fisherman. And he blow 
into junk’s sail, and she go ashore and break to 

and all the China fishermen and wives 
desert, and stops at lake and builds 
temple for ruby box and shark’s tooth, and then 
makes one man priest, and builds little holy village and 
call her Chen Chan. That mean in English ‘The 
Foot-print 
Do many people come here?’’ I 


suppose 


pieces 


crosses 


1 ] 
isked 





Arundel,”’ said he, ‘‘and he get away. That because 
he drop ruby box. Others have come never get away. 
First come Mexicans, five hundred years ago; then 
ome Spanish men, and then Arundel, and then you. 
And I tell you better go ba and leave very Hig] 
Holy God’s ruby box alone ; 

Could we go to-morrow?” I asked We've got to 
have food and rest 

Well, suppose you stop in h c he pointed into 
the dark doorway ‘and not isturb meditation any 
onge Maybe you find some l he went on. 
And by and by, in the morning, you go away 

Couldn’t we wait till night?’ I asked. ‘‘It’s coole1 

9 4 

I tel ou,’’ he said, ‘‘you wait till er st gula 

hi ke place te clock het 

I u are going to be st ed to-n I sai 

1 é ‘ lest int h 
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way, so that we could squeeze past him into the dark 
house. It had but one room; and by good luck and 
much feeling we found in one corner a vast bowl of 
cold boiled rice. Crisp dragged it into the middle of 
the room, and, dipping with our hands, we gorged our- 
selves, and one by one toppled over and slept. 
I was wakened by Crisp. It was broad daylight. 
‘*What,”’ said Crisp, ‘‘is all this talk about strangling? 
Is he using a word that he thinks means something 
I've been having dreams about it all night.’’ 
I said; ‘‘but I 


else? 

‘“The whole thing’s like a dream,”’ 
believe, as I believe in—well, in hell— 
that Sang Ti expects to be put to death 
this morning. What time is it 

‘‘Nine o’clock,’’ said Crisp. We 
waked the others, and among us 
finished the boiled rice. We 
had scarcely done so when, 
from outside, came suddenly 
the sound of persistent pound- ! 
ing on a brass gong. 

We crowded out of the house ’s 
to tind the twenty-five or thirty 
inhabitants of the village- 
men, women, and children—in 
a group in the street, intent 
upon something that was approaching from 


its further end. We stood aloof from the aN 
little crowd, who if they were aware of 
our presence gave no sign, and craned our 
necks to see what was coming. 
It was Sang Ti, waddling along under his yel- oN 


low umbrella and fanning himself. Behind him 
followed an emaciated Chinaman in flowing Jf 
gray silk. It was the latter who was pounding 
on the gong. 

As the procession passed the inhabi- 
tants of the village, all the inhabitants 
turned as if on one pivot to follow it. 
And a moment later our heads turned 
in the same way. . 

Sang Ti, witha jolly, contented ex- 
pression, and looking neither to the 
right nor the left, having reached a 
point a little beyond where we were 
standing, turned and came back, always followed by 
the man in gray with the persistently pounded gong. 
This passage of the two up and down the village street 
was repeated many times without variation. But it 
was not till the third trip that we noticed anything 
further about the man in gray. Then we noticed, all 
of us at the same moment, that his little green cap 
suddenly loosened about his head, rose perhaps half 
an inch, made a fraction of a revolution, and settled 
back. 

Hitherto the procession had struck me as grotesque 
if not precisely :umorous, believing as I did that Sang 
Ti’s contented expression was muscular and not mental, 
but the sudden moving, without apparent cause, of the 
green cap was horrible. It gave me the idea, I do not 
know why, that the cap concealed something that was 
alive and unclean. 

The procession and the gong-beating was continued 
until nearly ten o’clock. Then, as Sang Ti made his 
usual turn just below where we were standing, the 
gong ceased, and was followed by a silence peculiarly 
accented. Sang Ti passed up the street, followed by 
the man in gray, whose cap suddenly moved again, and 
by the whole population of the village, even the chow 
dogs 

And we, as unnoticed as if we had 
made haste to follow in the wake. 

The yellow umbrella halted in front of a dark-red 
pagoda of stained and carved wood. Sang Ti furled it 
and thrust it, point down, into the sand at one side of 
the steps that led into the pagoda. Then he passed 
through the door, and we could see, as the steps ele- 
vated him, that with his hands he was unfastening the 
silk cord which girdled his waist. 

Inside the pagoda, or temple, there was not much 
light. We found ourselves in a high-ceilinged red 
room about forty by thirty. At the upper end, on a 
high granite pedestal, sat a hideous bronze god, blurred 
by smoke which rose from a blue and white bowl on his 
knees. Against the walls of the place were ranged 
long poles ol polished teak, finished at their tops with 
enormous images, scroll-sawed out of shining brass; 
masks, roosters, turtles, scorpions, dragons, and st 
fruits. 

Immediately in front of the pedestaled god, and fac 
sat Sang Tiina vast teakwood chair. He con- 
his jolly, contented expression, but al 
lowed his eyes to rest on no one. 

The chair in which he sat had the central panel of 
its back prolonged, so that its top extended several 
inches above his head and projected on either side 
This back piece was pierced to the top with two series 


Far to the 


been invisible, 


inge 


ing us, 


tinued to wear 





of holes, each about an inch in diameter, parallel to 
each other and, perhaps, six inches apart. It looked 
like an enormous cribbage board 

Sang Ti handed his silk cord to the man in gray, and 
the latter, thrusting its ends through two convenient 
and opposite holes, and stepping behind the chair, drew 
them until the half loop of the cord lay loosely across 
Sang Ti’s throat 

Then he knotted the loose ends, and producing in 
some sleight-of hand manner a golden casket incrusted 
with rubies ill qualities, from pigeon blood to pale 
pink placed it in Sang 11s hat ds Sang Ti lowered 
hi eyes and ¢ € the ¢ Ket A ery igt 
hiver passed oug tat irame ind he hifted hi 
feet uneasily 

‘ I t under the kn it the yack of 
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mouth, and he shot at me a sudden look of heart- 
breaking appeal that brought my rifle to my shoulder. 

But I was not so quick as Morgridge. In that con- 
fined place the crack of his rifle was like the detonation 
of a small cannon. The place filled with smoke and 
the sound of scurrying feet. 

We gathered about Sang Ti when the smoke envelop- 
ing him had lifted, and found that the bullet meant for 
the strangler had been aimed toolow. The top of Sang 
Ti’s skull was split down the middle, and only the loos- 
ened cords kept him from falling forward. But the 

bullet, neverthe- 
less, had done its 
appointed work, 
for the priest lay 
behind the chair, 

| shot through the 
diaphragm, anda 
great red stain 
was spreading 
over the front of 
his gray robes. 
And now a 
very horrid 
thing happened. 
From under the 
priest’s cap, 
loosened by the 
fall, crawled a little 






dust-colored snake 
with a venomous 
head, and ran at 
Morgridge. Mor- 
“ ter 

fA 

Qa 


north a mirage 


gridge struck at the os 
reptile with the butt 
of his rifle, but not quickly 
enough. He screamed as 
its fang pierced his boot, 
and fell to the floor as if struck by a thunderbolt. 

The snake, turning, darted for the pedestal on which 
the god sat, but not in time wholly to escape the butt 
of Crisp’s rifle. Its broken tail disappeared into a crack 
between the pedestal and the floor. 

We looked at Morgridge. He was purple, horrible. 
He might have been dead for a week. Then we ran— 
God, how we ran!—through the village and out into the 
desert. We ran until Meff began to call from far in 
the rear that he could run no more. We waited till 
he came up. And hated him for delaying us; but 
when we found that even in the first burst of panic 
he had had the presence of mind to snatch the 
ruby box, we began to praise him and clap 
him on the back. , f 

We passed it from hand to hand 
and wondered what the rubies 
would bring. 

“T think Arundel overrated 


them,’’ I said. 
‘“Yes,’’ said Meff. 
“But aren’t some of 
them corkers? Look 
at that fellow.”’ 
“The light pink 
ones,’’ said Hawes, 
“aren’t worth much 


more than glass.’’ 
‘It ought to bring 


fifty thousand,” I 
said. ‘‘See what's 
inside.’’ 

Hawes found the 


catch, and, as he 
raised the lid, sud- 
denly 
and flung the box 
high into the air, 


screamed 


Over and over it Cray death at his heels 
turned, and there 
whirled free from 








it a little snake, and the two fell at a distance from 
each other. But the fate of that snake was sudden; 
turn and dart as he would, bullet after bullet grazed 
him and tossed him on spurts of sand. He was 
torn to pieces in five seconds, and we turned to 
Hawes. He had found the time to thrust his bitten 
finger into his mouth, and that was all. He was 
dead as a stone 
— 
VI Crisp and Weff 
HE first imp ilse of us three sur- 
vivors was once more to bolt 
But where, or to what purposs 
About and about were the 
corching undulations of desert 
Behind ie ill-omened visag 
f Chen Chan where death 
lurked under men’s caps and i1 
the eliquarie of their gods 
Ahead, but so far that it could 
not be ched by ar sudden 
1s-born effort, lay the oce ind escape If we were 
t ret t all it « ld by slo ustained 
I ( e quie d I thi Meff 








‘*T think,’’ he said, ‘‘that we had better rest for a 
few minutes.”’ 

‘We ought to bury poor Hawes,”’ said Crisp. But 
one glance at the violet, bloated corpse was enough. 
No man with a stomach could have handled it. There 
was left upon it no trace of a comrade through many 
vicissitudes. Personality, that so often lingers after 
death and so long resists the chemistry of the grave, 
was gone from it, and had nothing left of the triend. 
The eyes were repelled, and the muscles that might 
have scraped a hollow in the sands were turned to 
water. 

The ruby casket lay at a distance. Meff caught it up 
(not before a cautious examination) on the muzzle of 
his rifle, and we did not sit down to rest until we had 
placed a long undulation of the desert between us and 
the corpse ot Hawes. 

Our situation called for discussion. Whether to 
strike circuitously for the broad track which we had 
made in coming, or directly for the sea; whether to 
push through in one frantic march, so as to keep the 
start already made over possible pursuit; or to rest 
betimes, one to watch while two slept, and to trust to 
our rifles in case of attack by the looted villagers. We 
agreed finally to find our way to the schooner by com- 
pass rather than waste tithe by tedious indirections, 
and if we had the endurance, as we surely had the im- 
pulse, to make one march of it. We thought by so 
doing to have suffered less in the end. These matters 
being ordered, we got to our feet and set our faces to 
the west. 

For the first hour Meff carried the ruby casket; but 
after that, for it was heavy and, having no handles, an 
awkward package, we took turns. It was wonderful, 
and turn by turn we noticed it, what a handicap that 
small lump of treasure proved to the locomotion of the 
individual who carried it. Invariably he fell behind 
with lagging legs, and at heart a petulance that under- 
mined his resolution to goon. Had the carrier of it 
alone been to consult it would soon have been aban- 
doned by the way. Its value was problematical. In 
the ultimate distribution of the gems encrusting it we 
were sure to be cheated, and meanwhile it was awk- 
ward to hold, heavy to carry, and a diminisher of speed. 

Of our subsequent march that day there is nothing to 
record but weariness, until about an hour before sun- 
down there was found, by those agencies of. nature 
which play tricks with the eyes of men, far to the 
north a mirage. We beheld against the sky a range of 
the desert, across which, his grass-green robes girded 
about his loans, there moved upon a course parallel 
with our own the wavering, yet distinct and gigantic- 
ally magnified, image of a Chinaman. We had but a 
minute’s view of him, vast and shadowy, like a storm 
cloud, or some vengeful and evil genius out of a dream, 
and then, presto, the desert refractions altered and the 
image vanished. For the first time in our desert wan- 
derings, either going in or coming out, we felt cold— 
cold to the marrow. That the vast size of the China- 
man was a hallucination we knew, but we knew also 
that an actual man must have been the basis for the 
magnification, that his course was 
parallel to our own, and his sud- 
den appearance in the heavens an 
illegible but disquieting portent. 
Had but one man of Chen Chan 
had the hatred to dog our steps? 
Or had a council decreed that to 
wrest the casket and perhaps our 
, lives from us but one man was 
necessary? If the latter, and a 
certain fateful significance in the 
mirage impelled us to adopt it, 

what occult power would he 
possess to hold our vigilance 
. and our rifle practise so cheap? 
And might we. not with cer- 
tainty look for him to strike in 
that hour of darkness which 
would precede the rising 
of the moon? In one 
presumption only was 





there any grain of com 
fort: that, fore- 

, bodings notwith 
> standing, he might 


like Sang ‘Ti, 
a solitary des 
ert voyager in- 
tent upon a des 
tiny in no way 
commingled 


be 
ie 


with our own. But con 
science told us that this 
was far-fetched presump 
tion, and we moved ut 
easily forward, with roving 
and scared eyes. 


To have been witness to, 
and part of, so many shock 
ing deaths; to be bearing 

the fruits of an unjustifiable theft 


and to have for accompaniment 
to our march a fateful and con 
stant, although invisible, pres 
ence, was a torture to the mind and conscience. But 


it had, too, the effect of compelling a rate of progres: 
that had otherwise been impossible, 
tain reticence into the demands 
hunger and thirst 

We ll, the dark hour before moonrise Came and passed 
Nothing happened. The 


and casting a cer 
made upon us by 


moou rose, dripping light, an¢ 


ailed toward the zenith. Nothing happened. And we 
vegan to believe in such slender promises of security 
to go forward with less determination, and to suffe1 
acutely from emptine parchedness, and fatigue. S« 
that when Meff made the proposition to rest, and hin 
elf offered to keep the first watch Crisp and I were 
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| Fllustrated bp John A. Williams 
WAS in the Courte of Olde Kynge Kole H, verrie welle!’’ the Courte replyed, 
Atte Xmasse tyme, methinks, (Soe runnes the anteek tayle) 
Whenn merrilie upspake the Kynge: And soone each Knyght putte on hys bryght 
«Comme, lette uss have a Jynks! And costlie suit of mayle, 
And lette itt be a Tourneyment Soe soone with sworde & lance beganne 
Beneath yon Xmasse Tree Each helmett for toe rapp. 
Where Knyghts may thruste & joust & just (Here doth the Kronikler recorde, 
Toe please the Queene & Me.” “A verrie livelie scrapp.’’) 
& 4 
= ar 
1x —wwiiy 
» \ . ==” ¢@ 
UKE MARMADUKE hys forces ledde = —= MYGHTIE blast the Heralde blewe 
Agaynst Sir Godfreye Pryde = Uponne hys grate’ trombone 
And fatte & thinne, each butted inne, And spyghtfullie intoe the lists 
! ; Eleven toe a syde; ll v There rode a Knyght Unknown. | 
Butte whenn they alle were wounded sore S25 Hys form wasse stark, hys steed wasse dark, 
Belyke a feetballe game, , — He wore a dysmal cloke. 
Upspake the Kynge: “ More warryors brynge— u % ie k : Soe grimm wasse he, ’twasse plain toe see 
Thys sport is gettynge tame!” % . ae a He mote notte see a Joke. 
\ = ea \ — pf $o ae 
i C3 \ ~S f i / R . a Ns 
i ¥ non i 
) wa ©. (>> mth 
WV WI v “tinhiltelatss 
3 B lle Gee) 
H HO!” he cryd in graveyarde tones, HENN everie hardware champyon : x | 
«And has itt comme toe passe Grewe silent as a dunce. 5 
That alle the Knyghts thatte lyke to fyte “Uponne my sole!” cryd Olde Kyng Kole FS? ¥ 
Are inne the lyte-weight classe ? “Please don’t alle speake atte once!” 5 ? % 
’Tis verrie true, Yure Majestie, Butte as each Knyght didde sitt & gaze be + j 
The sporte sss gettyng tame— Hys feete more chillie gotte y 
i] Who wants toe take a stabb atte Me? And somme exclaymed: “I'd rather wait!” 
Sir Sorrowe is my name.” Yet somme: “I'd rather notte.” 
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EA, trembulle atte the kneese they didde 
a As Sorrowe atte themm thrust 
And with a thwacke onne head & back 
Down-smote them inne the dust. 
Soe in a scattered heape they laye 
Lyke nyne-pinnes atte a fair, 
Their gilden helmetts inne the mudde, 
Their golden spurs inne air. 


, t MYRTHLESSE laugh laught Sir Sorrowe, 
But myrthfulle laught Kyng Kole. 
“O Knyghts polyte, why don’t ye fyght? 
Grate Skott, but thys is droll!”’ 
“Thenn forth stept seven warryors true 
} And cryde: “ We'll fyte him, please! ”’ 
Butte as they spoke they seemde toe choke 
And trembulle atte the kneese. 











HENN leanynge sourlie onne hys lance OE fromm the Jester of the Courte 
Upspake Sir Sorrowe: “ Next!” He tooke hys sworde of woode 
“Uponne my sole!’’ quothe Olde Kyng Kole, And fromm thatte same dyspeptick sport 
“My Majestie ys vexed! He tooke hys jester’s hoode. 4 
Just give toe me my Stick of State “Aha! Sir Killjoy,” cryd the Kynge, 
And I wille goe, by gad, “Thys daye your ruine spelles - 
| And doe a thynge thatte fittes a Kynge— Although your armes are cap-a-pie, 
| I'll fyte yon Gloomy Ladd!” My armes are cap-and-bells.” 
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HENN inne toe hym litt Olde Kynge Kole 
} And smote hym hippe & thygh. 
(Itte seemeth strange thatte one soe olde 
Shoulde be soe verrie spry.) 
And such an fyte there didde ensue 
As never man didde note 











UTTE soon a spelle of deathlie feare 
Felle onne that Knyghtlie Grouch 
And atte each thrust of Kole hys speare 
He cryd “ Lette be!”’ & “Ouche!”’ 
And as the syde-lynes whoopt “ Hooray!” 
Sir Sorrowe, alle butte slayn, 
Ranne seven miles in seven houres 


Since Sir Fitzsimmons in the lists 
And quit Kynge Kole’s domayn. 


Sir Corbett’s plexus smote. 





\ =e 
i HENWN Kole cald inne hys orkestra ; 
Toe playe “« Hi-diddle dee, 
And alle thatte nyght hys prankyshe Courte 
Daunced round the Xmasse Tree 
(For ’twasse an olde-tyme Kroniklet MED > 
é Kt: f 
" Wh yd of Olde Kynge Kole, y 4 > | 
| With grate originalites 4 
' 
| ‘Hee w merrie sole! 
’ 
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the Speed Limit 


by Edward Dentiela 
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FA Christmas Offering Val 


Drawn by Arthur G. Dove 
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San Francisco, 1% 


re Christmas Coniers 


vi Che Hon. Merry Christmas 


12, 1907 


TWetters of Japanes ¢ So oolbop ah 


Your Highness COLLIER WEEKLY which know every- 


thing ‘ 
DEAR GENTLEMAN: 


GIVE you the Hon. 

Merry Christmas 
and hope you will 
finish it. Tell me 
to know, Mr. Sir., 
what is so impor- 
tant about this 
festival that Amer- 
icans make such 
holly-day blow-up 
of it? ‘Christmas 
arrive but once annually,’’ many per- 
sons explain, making handshake. Is 
this peculiar to Christmas? Do not all 
other dates arrive annually also? Then 
why such happen on Dec. 25 as do? I 
ask to enquire. 

I answer it, thank you. The Hon. 
Christmas is a great give-away festival 
for all persons of white extraction. 
Negroes is permitted in this Christmas 
custom, because negroes is always pres- 
ent when something is being given 
away. But Japanese can not be Christ- 
mas persons, thank you. Why so is it? 
Because Japanese is all heathens, which 
is not eligible to Christmas present. If 
Japanese would obtain valuable pres- 
ents on this date they must become 
Christians. This is too much trouble 
to do. Is it not more better for Japan- 
ese Boy to become Christian for Christ- 
mas-time and heathen for all other 
purposes? Thank you, I will try. 

All Japanese living as neighbors to 
me enjoy belief in Buddha with excep- 
tion to Arthur Kickahajama who is 
Methodist and I. Furo who believe in 
Hon. Roosevelt. Hon. Rev. J. W. Chill- 
worthy, American missionary, desire to 
do something to us heathen, so he look 
everywhere and find what is necessary. 
He prepare large Xmas tree at Asiatic 
M. E. Church and goaround to all Japa 
nese Boys with tempting speeches. To 
me he approach to say, 

‘‘Hon. Togo, do you wish to expect 
valuable Christmas present to equal 
price of 25c?”’ 

‘Would this be cash-gifts or 
chandise?’’ I report. 

‘‘Merchandise of considerable merit, 
Christmas presents must be 
this,’"’ command this Chillworthy cler- 
gyman. 

‘I would accept such dry-goods,”’ I 
commit. 

Very well. Then give me 25c money 
to collec * please.’ 

‘‘No thank you, Mr. Clergyman, not 
to do! If Japanese Boy give 25¢ to col- 
lect, what graft would this Christmas 
present be of value 25c?’’ This ques- 
tion from me. 

‘Togo, you are 





mer- 


because 


heathen, therefore 
blind. At Christmas you will receive 
get-back of 25¢ to pay for put-up of 
25c which you now do. You will be 
generous to give this price, I will be 
generous to give it back. This will 
be Christmas Spirit and keep money in 
circulation.”’ 

So I deliver this quarter of dollar to 
Hon. Chillworthy as price. As reward 
he invite me to Christmas tree for per- 
extraction at church 
where I will please to be, thank you. 
\ll Japanese of S. F. has become Chris 
tians for thi date because free ice 
cream will be served 


ons of yellow 


Last Christmas date Japanese School- 


boy was very recently arrived to Amer- 
ica Therefore I did not know about 

My cousin Nogi reply that 
this was annual good-will Peace Confer- 


Christmas 


e ceremony Persons having bricks, 
ttl shoot-g stick-knives and all 
other political convictions must conceal 


se under mattrass, thank you Ene 


mies must meet under kissletoe-vine for 


heart conversatiot Therefore | 

e all firearm bricks, et« from 
lothing and gO out to sidewalk 
re I watch how Christians enjoy this 
t tival 


large flocks of Chris- 
feeling to 
ing considerable whisky 


Cal th-peace 





plum be rs, hack 
ers ind other patriots making 


vhere more 


or know where to look for tt. 


earth-peace is poured in. Finally good- 
will become very energetic and front of 
saloon is carried away by excitement. 
Peace-on-earth continue to make more 
noisy riot by each minute until pretty 
soon police-gentleman whistle for jail- 
cart and all these Christians, broken in 
several places but making splendid noise 
with songs, is carried away to city 
lock-in. 

Of course these is very wild Christians 
what make such behavior. It is more 
comfortable to be tamer Christian and 
take Hon. Christmas home to wife & 
baby. Such persons get small timber 
tree from mountain and plant it in par 
lor of home. (Some Christians have 
not got parlors, so they need not feel 
responsible for Xmas trees.) Branches 
of this tree is used to hang things on 
tin-ware, clothing, groceries, 
candles or anything else that is very 
cheap & convenient. Then alarm-clock 
is set to get-up family by lamp-light. 
When joy-bell go off all retire to parlor 
to watch Family Father set fire to Xmas 
tree by light of candle. 

All Christians enjoy Christmas with 
exception of fire engine man who is too 
busy throwing water on the insurance. 

It is very hard duty to explain to 
Japanese Infants about Santy Claus, 
that famous American saint which so 
closely resemble Marquis Ito in the foli- 
age of his whiskers. These children 
enjoy great mental struggles because of 
their heathen parentage. Little Annie 
Anazuma, &8-year-age daughter of I. 
Anazuma, Japanese barber, come to me 
to enquire like this: 

“Uncle Togo,’’ she resume, ‘‘to what 
extent is this falsehood about that Hon. 
Santy Claus?”’ 

‘Little Annie,’’ I suggest, ‘‘I speak 
you honest truth, because you are one 
childish Japanese. I do not believe this 
Santy Claus is such person. Why? Be 
cause I suspect. Presents here, toys 
there, books, albums, jumping-up-jacks, 
photo supplies, sweet confectionar y—all 
these scattered with such immediate de 
livery all at once and together—I suspect 
it can not be swallowed. Where would 
this Santy Claus person obtain so much 
moneys for give presents to all Christian 
children, including small negroes? Do 
Congress appropriate this price? Do 
Hon. Carnegie donate it? Is Hon. Santy 
Claus working for U. S. Government or 
some private corporation? I reply. If 
he was working for U. S. Government 
he would not get around soswift. If he 
was working for some Trust he would 
not give nothing to nobody. Therefore 
he is not. 

‘‘Japanese child, you are not insane to 
think. Forget this tell-tale of Amer- 
ican mythology. It is too foolish 
to imagine this Mr. Claus drop 
ping chocolate-creams down each 


—-glass, 


chimney-pipe by such whole 
sale.”’ 

No, Uncle Togo,”’ report this 
little Annie “It is well known 


fact that Christians never give 
away presents in that 
manner. 

I shall buy chew-gum for this 
little Annie Anazuma to eat for Hon. 
Christmas. 

I am considerably sorrow for civilized- 
ation when I make thoughts about this 
Santy Claus affair. Does not American 
missionary say to Japanese Boy, ‘* Thou 
shan’t not lie Why then is this lying- 
instruction given to American children? 
Hon. Geo. Washington was disgusted to 
tella liar. Hon. Roosevelt enjoys faint 
ness after speaking to such persons. He 
has frequently spoken to Congress about 
this habit which they enjoy. Why, then 
does American gentleman donate pres 
ents to baby and lay all blame for th« 
affair toSanty Claus. Isit not cowardly 
to get out of it in this way? 

When American gentleman give 
Christmas present to wife he does not 
blame it to Santy Claus, because thos 
smart to believe such talk 
he must confess that he done 


sneak-dog 


lady is too 
Therefo 


it himself 





By PHashimura Cogo 


In getting civilized all over herself 
must Japan get this Hon. Christmas 
also? I do not require this, because 
many Christmas customs is not best 
good for all human races. Therefore 
Japan can get along more quicker with- 
out Hon. Christmas, which comes only 
once annually, but stays long time. 

To what use is it, I will please in- 
quire, to give Japan Baby jump-up- 
jack, toy shoot-gun, little squeak-dog? 
Would it not be more improving to 
his tiny brain-thoughts to present him 
with History-books, electrical apparatus, 
etc.? Is Mother Geese sing-song book 
of more knowledge to kindergarten in- 
telligence as some happy treatise for 
Japanese children like ‘‘How to Build 
a Navy in 15 Lessons?’’ I enquire. 

Also this. American young persons 
employ their Christmas holiday for make 
careless amusements like turkey-eat, 
merrying and flirtating. Would it not 
be more healthy for their souls if follow- 
ing program was served for Christmas? 

8 A. M.—Get up for Sunday clothes. 

8:30 A. M._—Light breakfast of rice & 
water. 

g:00 A. M.—practice  prize-fighting, 
football & other simple gymnastics, 

9:30 A. M.—attend lecture on Art, 
Music & Shorthand. 

10:30 A. M.—read together from works 
of John Greenleaf Whittier and relate 
humoristick anecdotes of Hon. Mark 
Twain. 

Noon — Vegetarian 
light nap till 

2 p. Mc —Mass meeting of all nationali- 
ties to discuss Universal Peace. 

5 Pp. M.—Tea ceremony at residence of 
some rich person. 

7 Pp. M.—Dinner of fish, pickled turnips 
& other holiday foods. 

8:30 Pp. MM—Attend performance of Ben 
Hur. 

10:30 P. M.—Retire after sending out 
Merry Christmas cards to all friends. 

This kind of Christmas enjoyment 
would make all Christians more healthy. 
For Christmas present they would give 
valuable advice and receive choice in- 
struction as come back. Foreign Ameri- 
cans which now make peace-on-earth by 
whisky-drinking would not do so. By 
eating Japanese food all would escape 
digestion which now makes so many 
angry groans in bed. Infants & babies 
would not be faked to by Santy Claus. 
Fire-engine man would hitch horse and 
attend lectures, because there would not 
be no Christmas trees to burn down the 
insurance. Professors would have fine 
time talking and all would be obliged 
to listen. This would be very cheap and 
natural for each human race. 


refreshments & 


HENEVER I am talked to 
of giving something to 
merry Christmas people 
I tell following Japanese 
mythology 

In Kyoto, about 12007 B. 

C., there reside a notorious 

Poet name of Washu who 

remain there tranquilly 

blessings of great poverty, 
Governing this city there 

Mama- 

stingy 


enjoying 

thank you 
was a gentleman name of Hon 
yuki who was celebrated for 
ness and other virtues. On New Yeat 
day, time of Japanese 


Christmas-pre: 
ent, poet Washu send to Hon. Mama 


yuki following rhythn 


‘* Therefore, Commander of Heaven 
and karth, 

/s zt not. 

About time 

That you make trifling Christmas- 
reward to the celebrated 
songer Washu 

I bow down, strike Sorchead and re 
guest reply by return maiz.” 


S271 s7= 


Hon. Mamayuki, soon as he receive 
this poetical rhythm, go to barnyard of 
Palace and there choose one camel- 
horse celebrated for hungry appetite. 
This brutal beast Hon. Mamayuki cap- 
ture and send to Hon. Washu with 
following words: 

‘‘Little Gift to reward great Poet. 
Merry Christmas!’ 

Hon. Washu see this camel-horse and 
weep thoughtfully. Poets is not given 
credit for groceries in Japan—so how to 
feed this menagerie which was no use to 
Mr. Washu’s profession? Yet it would 
not be safe for his neck to sell or give 
away present sent. by Gov. of Kyoto. 
Even while weeping this poetical Japa- 
nese embrace that camel-pet with one 
glad thought: Camel-horses is differ- 
ent from plain beasts, because they only 
needs to eat and drink once time each 
month! 

“This is great economy for Japanese 
Poet,’’ make Washu in brain-thoughts. 

But when rst day of next month come 
by that brutal animal begin complain- 
ing for lunch. Washu enjoy painful 
thought—but he is brave Samurai. So 
he lead this camel-pet to kitchen where 
greatest poverty ensues. ‘‘All which 
I have here you are welcome to and 
much obliged,’’ he say to camel-pet. So 
he bring out 6 pounds rice, 72 pancakes, 
14 packages tea, 2 bales straw, g yards 
matting from floor—all these groceries 
which camel-horse devour making lip- 
smack and other sounds of great thirst. 
Now at that time there was big drouth 
in Kyoto and water was very expensive, 
thank you. But this poetical Washu 
buy three barrel of water for that camel- 
horse at price of 2 yen per quart. But 
camel-pet continue making rusty sounds 
»f voice to request more, please. 

At last when this hon. brute begin to 
eat paper from walls Washu feed him 
shoes & straw hat and commit hari-kari 
after delivering following invitation to 
Mamayuki, Gov. of Kyoto 


‘Dear str, when next you present 
Camel to one poor Japanes: 

Please provide pension with which to 
pay board for this Zoo 

For ts tt just to donate Palace to gentle- 
man who cannot afford t pay for 
lawn-sprinkles 

/s tt generous to endow poverty-persons 


is : ; } 
uth automobiles when they have 
not got nothing to buy gasolene 
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Thank you, Mr. Editor, I 


im going to be Christian on ny 
Dec. so as to get back 

them 25c which Hon. Rev. ee 
Chillworthy has took But “~ 
I am going to eat like the 7 
heathen, think like heathen, 

ict like heathen, so that 
verything about me shall 

remain in good-healthy con R 
dition for 4th of July when 

it is unnecessary to be a 
Christian, thank you Hop- 

r vy get tor Christmas y 
prese! hat is omin t + 
you, I trul / i 
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By 


Denman 


OLSON found his mill 
musty from disuse. The 


scant sunlight in it looked 
tarnished. The key had 
groaned rheumatically in 
the lock, not having been 
turned for weeks. To be 
sure, this was the dull 
season; but there was no 
longer any denying the fact that he and his wheel 
were at last deserted. 

Accompanied by the mill cat, he returned to his 
house. Here, as in the mill, decay was evident; the 
curled hair stuffing was bursting through chair covers, 
rust dulled the stove, black cracks ran over the ceiling 
like rivers on a map. He set about getting supper 
from a stale smelling cupboard. 

Beyond the open west door stretched a billow ot 
prairie farm land. The farmhouses were distant; but 
now he paused and looked toward something nearer 
than the houses. Against the low copper disk of a sun 
stood a prairie-schooner. He watched it until the disk 
slipped away from behind it. 

Some years ago parts of the Middle West used to be 

sprinkled in summer with the canvas-covered homes of 
‘‘the campers,’’ coming nowhence, going nowhither 
They would squat on the edge of towns, picking up 
odds and ends of work, of charity, sometimes of other 
people’s possessions. Some were neither beggars nor 
thieves, though—merely bits of flotsam. This man 
who had asked permission to camp upon Dolson’s land 
looked honest enough. And the baby had burst into 
crows of cordiality upon meeting the miller. ... It 
was curious. He had not spoken to a child for 
years. ... 
’ Long before, the farmers around used to see Dolson’s 
great figure on horseback night after night. He would 
loom up against the bare sky just as his voice loomed 
up against the prairie silence. He always sang as he 
rode, for he was ‘‘keepin’ comp’ny”’ with a girl in 
Pleasant City 

He and his mill toiled a twelvemonth, making ready 
a home for her. A week before the wedding day he rode 
across the moonlight, a songful silhouette, to find that 
she had gone. A traveling prestidigitator had plucked 
a dove from the crown of her hat, thereby charming 
her; she had accompanied him to be divided with a 
sword in public, to be united with a ring in private. 

For weeks Dolson had been making trips to Bolivia 
—the larger town beyond Pleasant City—purchasing 
treasures for the cottage. People saw him driving 
home with a black walnut parlor set—crimson rep up- 
holstery, marble-topped table, three-cornered whatnot 
Later he returned with a bedroom set that eclipsed the 
other—towering bureau, huge cluster of fruit carved at 
the top of each piece. There followed a Brussels carpet 
covered with baskets which spilled red roses as big as 
cabbages, and a wire plant-stand for the south window 

Then came that last fierce, silent ride home. He shut 
himself into his cottage for two days, the wheel wait 











ing, hushed. On the following night a fire was seer 
on his land; the morning revealed a heap of ashes—the 
remains of the black walnut furniture, the Brussels 
carpet, the countless knicl icks. Stained marble tops 
were in the tl t limbs of the plant-stand 





lay where curved something 





stood up stark from the mass of ruin; all that remained 
of an heirloom once brought half across a continent in 
one of the old-time prairie-schooners It was t 
rocker of the quaint little New England cradle 

Nothing was left of the cottage’s finery Dolson re 
sumed life among his former meagre furnishing The 
mill opened again, t the miller was no longer the 
same man He attended to hi k faithful i 
ilways; but he built a wall of ta rnity hin 
self and his kind. Women and children especial 
hunned. Taciturnity gr ( d line Of | 
ince a new I a ct ( n district I r 
vere taking their grists where sociability buzzed wit 
the wheel Dolson was left alone His soul, like 
nill, was falling into decay through d é 

After night had falle he ca ent the d 
i ft glance r then, her body to the ¢ ( 
vas off to her night of adventure e mil 

ice had n t deserted As sl ped away D 
vas con I e eline He é I 
is he hac é t he covered I 
ray ( It ( 
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cordion and sang 
a number of songs, 
from force of habit 
rather than from 
any impulse to 
sing. He had been 
playing for an hour or more when 
‘Jeannette and Jeannot’’ was broken 
off sharply by a knock. Dolson opened 
the door to the camper. The man’s 


dull face was white and frightened 
‘‘She’s dyin’,’’ he said. 
‘Who?’ 
‘Her.’’ He thrust a 

thumb in the direction 

of his camp. “Come, 


kin yuh? Sh’ wants to 
tell yuh.”’ 

When the two reached 
the wagon there was no 
one beside the deathbed 
save the sleeping baby and ‘‘The Healer’’ 
a poor fanatic who traveled through the West 
The ass upon which he had ridden stood near, 
his white robe caught the moonlight. 

‘‘He kep’ givin’ her th’ edge of his dress to 
kiss, but it didn’t do no good,’’ the man ex- 
plained. 

‘‘Shan’t I go for a doctor?”’ 

‘No. Th’ain’t time. Sh’ wants t’ see yuh 
quick before she’s took worse. 

When the woman saw Dolson her face be- 
came eager. He bent close to hear her 

“Yuh spoke kind t’ the baby,’’ he made out. ‘“‘I 
want yuh—to take him—and find him a home—with a 
woman to raise him. He mus’ have a woman to raise 
him.’’ 

Dolson was at a loss, but the mother waited anxiously 
for his answer. This was no time to hesitate All 
right—I’ll find—somebody,”’ he said 

She sighed her relief. ‘We're strangers every 
where, but you know folks. You can find somebody 
I can’t have him raised this no ‘count way on wheels, 
she went on. There was something dominant about 
her even on her deathbed. ‘I'd ‘a’ got him off’m 
wheels myself if I hadn’t ’a’ died.”’ 

She fell silent for a little. The baby continued to 
sleep beside her. On the bare ground the Healer knelt 
in prayer. 

I—mus’ have—a 
said restlessly ‘He 
added, indicating her husband 
somehow.’ 

Yes, I never did seem t’ amount t’ much,’’ the man 
responded. There was no bitterness in her tone, no 
repentance in his; it was as if they had commented 
upon a hopeless affliction, like the lack of sight or of 
hearing. 


woman—t’raise the baby,’’ she 
couldn’t do it, anyhow,’’ she 
He allays was do-less, 


No, a do-less man on wheels ain’t one t’ raise a 
boy,’’ she said 

No, he ain’t,’’ he assented again. 

‘Sides, I’m set on it, he mus’ have a mother,’’ she 


persisted 


Suddenly the baby roused, saw Dolson, and reached 


toward him with a delighted Ah-g-g-g!’’ and the 
niller lifted it in his big arms 
The mother smiled contentedly You'll find him 
he right womat he said, and died 
Stricken by his failure, the poor Healer mounted 
i ( de awa the prairie for a period of 
ting and prayer Dolson took the baby home for 
e night 
Ne d ‘ d the camps made grave not far 
( I I he woman had requested. I've 
elec ne | ow, I wal juit right here 
ne i I I | ll rest better now 1id tl 
in, “Sh’ us he et ed 
t he | 1 ifft’y = nao € é ne 
reel tl ] I R en il 
Neverthe he ‘ ec } ug e next 
eeping t t ( int it H or é 
é t ie \ t to b 1 small 
I pe rl eed, which he planted up 
€ grave H t « ( let orch holding the 
T t \ n tT ring unae I 
} ‘ ¢ ( o-lé man on nee l 
I ( i the baby to slee I 
tin D | ood okin titwv 
eI ( te lly dul pre 
L) n n nat i 
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Sitting on the dusty mill floor 








‘ 
’ the child’s; there was 

a curious immaturity 
about him, as if he had neve1 


gripped life. Suddenly hi 
stooped and kissed the baby 
said a blundering good-by to the mil 
ler, and was off, calling back: ‘‘ You'll 
find the right woman, I know.”” A 
little later Dolson watched the wagon 


moving off like a slow black beet 
crawling against the sky 
‘‘He’s a queer one,’’ said Dolson 


Thought maybe he’d wait ’round 
till he saw what kind o’ home I could 
find for the little shaver. Looked 
like he kind o’ hated to give him up 
and then had to do it all of a sudden 
before he backed down. They’re a 
queer lot anyhow, them campers. No 
body never sees the same ones again 
—Lord knows what becomes of ’em 


FELL asleep soon beside the child 
When he woke next morning he con 
fronted the fact that he must now set 
about finding the foster-mother. 

A farmer drove in with a wagonloa 
of corn that day, being in too much o 
a hurry to go to the farther mill. He 
opened astonished eyes at the baby 

‘Where d’ you get it?”’ 

‘‘Camper woman died, and she asked 
me to find a woman to bring it up. Know anybody?’ 

The farmer shook his head. ‘‘ Everybody I know’s 
got all they want.’’ 

‘Well, maybe you’ll 
know if you do.”’ 

The news that Dolson had a baby to give away spread 
promptly, and curiosity brought grists to the mill 
Those who entered found the youngster sitting upo1 
the dusty floor, grabbing in turn at the cat’s tail and 
the coins of sunlight which the dancing cottonwood 
leaves flung twinkling about like those a naughty boy 
throws in school with a bit of mirror. 

To every one was put the same question: ‘‘Know 
anybody wants him?”’ 

From every one came the same reply 
‘em already.’’ 

At the end of a week Dolson stated the case to th 
baby. ‘‘Don’t seem to be nobody in town wants you 
Soon’s I can we’ll make a trip to the city and look fo1 
the woman.’’ So, temporarily, the two settled dow1 
together. 

It occurred to Dolson one evening that the campers 
had never called the baby by any name, and he sat up 
until two o’clock trying to choose one In the end he 
was as much distraught as in the beginning. Abra 
ham Lincoln,”’ ‘‘Billy,’’ and ‘‘Nehemiah”’ clamored fo1 
place along with countless others 

Morning brought counsel I tell you how we 
it, he said “We'll try a new one every week 
get one that suits. Every Sunday it’ll be like p 
on clean clothes, to come out fresh and slick i1 ne 
name. We'll start off with Job.” 


hear o’ somebody. Lemm: 


Plenty 





His own words touching garments caught his att 
tion You ain’t got what might be called 
trousseau, have you he commented | ( 
disturbing thoughts. Babies that he recalled had 
many things that Job lacked. They had worn Ot 
sat in high chairs, beaten upon trays, ridder 
riages. His perplexity was much increased after tl 
visit of a book agent 

I am introducing volume entitled ‘The ¢ 
the Infant,’’’ she said 
Lemme see it res d Dolson 

It was a large, be olume o any 
penned page It w ndet et 7 
introduction, to ‘‘safely guide the yo | 
the moment when, with the rustle of departing ange 
wings, she finds the precious burden | | 
It was impressive Dolson counted out five p 
dollars, and the agent, happening to] ean ¢ 
left the Pandora’s box with him the T 
night he lighted the shadeless lamp, opened 

nd let loose the troubles 

lt rite1 ted upo1 e import ( 
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evening air, it was emphasized, must be warded from 
the frail and precious gift as if it were a blow. 
‘And there you used to lay out in that wagon all 
night, you poor little shaver,’’ Dolson whispered. 
You ought ’a’ had a funeral by now if you’d done 


‘cordin’ to the book. Hope it don’t hender your teeth 
i-comin’. My goodness, you ain't feverish, are you?’’ 
he added, peering at the sleep-flushed cheeks. ; 

All night he dreamed of infantile convulsions, and he 
waked an hour before his usual time, oppressed by an 
undefined terror. What really weighed upon him was 
Job, astride his chest; the youngster had him by the 
forelock and was clk-clking while he jounced, as to the 
motion of a horse. 

Dolson shook off the dream and tossed the baby 
laughing. He had forgotten the sound of his own 
laugh, and it was odd to him. ‘‘You don’t look much 
like an invalid. Guess you're able to go to the city 
and ’tend to your shoppin’. We'll shut up the mill 
to-morrow and go on a toot.’ 


In Bolivia were toy and furniture and dry J 


goods stores on Main Street. Dolson's purchases 
were modest, but no young mother ever 
spent more time and effort in choosing 
high chair, crib, and clothing. 

“Guess we got to go home 
‘'thout the carriage,’’ he safd 
at last, turning regretfully 
from an ornate vehicle of 
rattan, shaded by a fluffy 
parasol. ‘‘I did want to see 
you ridin’ in a real stylish 
rig, but ‘t won’t do to go . 
bust. You’re gettin’ pretty 
old for that kind, too,’’ he 
added in self-consolation. 

Job, as usual, smiled affably 
The dirty, loose-jointed, paint Pe acy 
less old prairie-schooner had 
been as good a vehicle to lie 
and gurgle and suck a thumb 


in as the most elegantly up- . 
holstered affair. i F 
On the way home Dolson a 
seemed to feel that he must % 
make explanation. ‘I was : a 


goin’ to look for a home for 
you first time we went to the 
city,’’ he said, ‘‘but we was so 
took up with buyin’ all them y 
things we didn’t get to doit 
When we do it we want to 
take time to find just the right 
woman.”’ 

sut he became too busy at 
home to think of another journey 
for some time. When the shiny new 
crib and high chair entered the cot- 
tage they suddenly revealed the mise 
able shabbiness of their environment 

“By jing, I didn’t know how seedy everything was,’ 
Dolson exclaimed, looking at the contrast in astonish 
ment. ‘I been livin’ like that grubby old hermit up 
the creek. Time I cleaned house, now I got a partner.”’ 

The more he swept and scrubbed the more fastidious 
he grew. The first cleaning did not satisfy him, and 
he went all over the cottage again. He repaired the 
furniture, too, as well as he could, declaring that he 
would buy new chairs and tables as soon as the autumn 
money began to come in He leveled the bureau 
which for a decade had reeled for want of a caster. 
He whitewashed away the cracks in the ceiling. He 
scrubbed the mirror and saw himself as he had not 
done for years 

‘‘Gosh!"’ he said, and turned away, and thought 

Guess a man runs down just like a house,”’ 
itlength. He took out a photograph of the handsome 
young miller who had once ‘‘kept comp’ny”’ with 
the girl who had run away and returned the por 
trait to him Gosh!’ he said again, and the 
homely word took on the dignity of the tragi: 

Seein’s I’m so partic’lar about your lookin’ 
stylish, I'd better look after my own appear 
ance,’’ he said to the baby, and he did 

In the evenings he worked upon a substitute 
for the rattan carriage. Four wheels, a box, and 
an old umbrella frame may become luxury. The 
box was carved to the form of a comfortable seat and 
padded with some of the curled hair which had escaped 
before the renovation Dolson upholstered the seat 
with the tail of an old coat. A red and white table 
cloth furnished cover ing for the umbrella frame; some 


of the red paint purchased for the mill’s 


he said 


renewing 





rightened the vehicle The baby rode content, a 
philosopher who never cast a backward thought upon 
the lace parasol and the rattan 

The purchase of the red paint marked a new era it 
he history of the old mill Dolson was now putting 
readiness for the busy season Ever since the 
baby rrival there had been a drifting back of his old 
trade d now the farmers were promising him their 
How the change had come about he 
l erce r but dimly he felt tl 1 

some t baby was responsible for | new pl 
erit D el iy the yo rste watched him a 
1 cheerily the tone was out of face, the 
ic needed tempering, the hoppe1 were to be 
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a child. The cat, with a cord around her neck, suf- 
fered him to belabor her with a heavy sunflower stalk. 
His every thought turned to driving; a grasshopper, 
the cat, the miller, it was all the same to him what 
steed, so long as he drove. He had been born in a 
wagon while it was crossing the prairie; he had begun 
life a wanderer, always pushing on to nowhere. The 
tug of the horse, the urge of the driver, made up his 
conception of life. 

At first he was permitted to play wherever his 
wobbly legs carried him. He went as far as his 
mother’s grave one day and pulled up all the little 
morning-glories that had poked their green noses 
through theearth. But after the swimming experience 
Dolson never lost sight of him. 
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Dolson brought the sleeping baby im 


HE miller opened his wee kly paper one 
Sunday and read therein an interesting 
paragraph to the effect that the huma1 
young swims naturally. So he said to Adam Gues 
you better be startin’ in right along. If you put it 
off too long you'll have to learn like anybody else 

It was one of those hot days in Septembe r when the 


ir quivers above miles of glaring fields. Down under 
the thick growth of trees the creek lay cool and seduc 
tive. Dolson settled Adam in ‘‘the carriage’’ unde1 


the red and white umbrella and started for the water 

He jumped into his boat and rowed to a point above 
he dam. Here he stripped Adam to the likeness of 
the ancestor for whom he was named, and held him uy 











See the wate1 Like it Ready he inquired 
‘*Ah-g-g-g!’’ exclaimed Adam with enthusi 
retching his arms toward the whimsical ripple 
That’s right Shows it’s your instinct, like the 
plece said Here y« oC then.’ 

Ad ropped with a P/vZ nstead s g « 
Dol t from terror, plunged afte1 and ha 
hin in the boat befe the fishe had itherec 
their Adam sputtered, dripped like | ked 
fisl he chee ly remarked \} 9 n< 
looked about ( 1 nture But D« 
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The miller proudly presented Dicky ‘Ain’t he a 
smart little shaver?”’ 

‘‘He does you credit. What are you going to do 
with him?’’ 

‘‘Find him a good home with a woman to raise him. 
Know anybody?’’ The words seemed to come mechan 
ically, from long habit. 

““Can’t name anybody offhand, but I'll be on the 
lookout,’’? the Rev. Sam responded, taking up the 
matter in his forceful way 

Dolson changed the subject ‘“There’s somethin’ 
been botherin’ me. You got kids o’ your own, ain't 
you?”’ 

“ves.” 
‘I ain’t got any women to ask. Maybe you know 
want to learn a song to sing to him. ‘The ones I 
know are kind o’ gloomy, like ‘Nigh to a 
Grave,’ and that kind. Do you know any 
that’s good for little kids?’’ 
The Rev. Sam reflected. ‘‘There’s an 
old song that runs, ‘A froggie came to the 
mill door,’ ’’ he muttered. 
Dolson pounced upon the idea. ‘‘That’d 
be fine,’’ he cried, ‘‘That’s the one for me. 
It’s fittin’, bein’s we live at a mill.”’ 
3ut the Rev. Sam knew no more of the 
song. ‘‘I’ll teach you another one about 
a frog,’’ he said, and Dolson took down his 
accordion 





7 a frog he wold, ¥ a 





began the parson. 

‘A frog he would a-wooing go,”’ sang 
the miller after him, and the accordion 
repeated the notes. 

‘‘Now then,’’ continued the Rev. Sam 
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Line by line the song was taught 
as by mother to mother, these 
two gray men bent earnestly upon 
their task, until the last ‘‘gam 
mon and spinach’’ was mastered 

‘I'll keep my eyes open for a 
good mother for Dicky,’’ the min- 
ister said, as Dolson held the 
lamp for him to see the steps. 

The miller did not reply. ‘‘If 
you come across that song about 
the frog and the mill, bring it 
around next time,’’ he said. 

It had been a wonderful season 
Sombre gold was now spread over 
the fields; Dolson contemplated 
the prosperity in which he would 
soon share. The preparations for 
work and the care of the baby 
consumed so much time that he 
still deferred the trip to Bolivia 

But ‘the revivalist remembered 
his promise. Late one afternoon 
‘ a man and woman drove up to 

the cottage. 
‘*Mr. Dolson?”’ 

That’s my name. 

Iam Mr. Warner The per 
son evidently thought this sufficient 
ind it was; the miller recognized the 
owner of one of the largest stores in 
the city,’’ and a pillar of Bolivian 
society . 

Dolson ushered in the guests. There were elab 
orate preliminaries on the part of Mr. Warner 
before he arrived at what he had to say. During 
these his wife’s eyes, which were small and swift 
covered the room and then rested upon George 
Washington so pointedly that he toddled behind 
Dolson’s legs and peeped out in trepidation 

At last it came. ‘‘The Rev. Samuel Smith has called 
upon us during his stay in Bolivia, and he has informed 
us that you are seeking a home for this little one. As 
he is motherless, so are we childless. We have con 
sulted for days and have at last determined to take hin 
and rear him as our own With the rhetorical round 
ing of his phrase Mr. Warner reached for George Wash 
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ngton, intending to lift him to his knee in dramatic 
climax; but the youngster, squealing, hid completely 
vhind the legs 

My wife will be the mother he eds, said Mr 
\ irnel 
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hit he better go- Hi voice wa I n ague 

Mr. Warner was surprised I ert misunder 
tanding Are you not seeking ome ft the hil 

I—v Dolson said miseral I—no, I tl 
he bette here while |—1 I n't lov I ( 

hor for hit ] t O* 

M W ne! St Ly Ww \ kin 
home é et 1 ecl a he isked in¢ 
nantl like to se fint bette Come, M 
+ seg 

] 1 nothi { I hom | teste 
Dolsot Only I—I ooki1 Ol place S 
O1 
' . ' 1 ed , ni 
nk wretch : 
ds, v the I cked em t 

( 

IH] ¢ nd prepare ppe ( (xt y 
A dt e ( é 
} ; | . 





te 


Now, at last, he saw the truth. He faced self-accu- 
sation, and it was merciless. ‘‘I been stealin’ that 
baby,’’ he said; and his eyes strayed to the west win- 
dow beyond which lay the pitiful, lonely grave. 

‘‘She gave him into my keepin’ and she charged me 
to find him a mother. A mother! And what ‘ve I 
been doin’? I ain’t honestly tried to find one in all 
these weeks, and now one comes and offers herself, 
and I hang onto the kid like somebody was tryin’ to 





steal him. I’m the one that’s stealin’ him—and she 
trusted me—her that’s dead—’’ 
For hours it ran on, the bitter condemnation. He 


saw now that he had been pretending to himself all 
along; promising himself that he would carry out the 
wish of the dying mother, 
never, in his unseen thoughts, 
meaning todoso. He dragged 


these thoughts forth and 
charged them with the be- 
trayal of a dying woman’s 


trust. He sat there through 
the night, going over and over 
it all; when the first anemic 
light showed he had made up 
his mind. 

When George Washington 
woke Dolson dressed and fed 
him, singing: ‘‘ Rowly-powly 
gammon and spinach,’’ the 
while in a desperate effort at 
cheer. He closed the mill for 
the day and set out with the 
baby. 

On Maple Street in Bolivia 
Dolson found the Warner 
house. Its aspect chilled him 
It was one of Bolivia’s most 
pretentious homes; but there 
was a primness about the very 
gingerbread work. The miller 
gave a great gulp and twisted 
the doorbell. 

In the rigidity of the parlor 
he waited for Mr. and Mrs. 
Warner. The crushed plush 
chairs—crimson, peacock blue, 
olive, and old gold—were set 
out as if by chart. A Rogers 
group, ‘‘The Charity Patient,”’ 
stood in the precise centre of 
a table. A pair of landscapes, 
‘*Winter”’ and ‘‘Summer,”’ dif- 
fered not a fraction of an inch 
in distance from the mantel. 
The picture of his simple cot- 
tage in its new tidiness as- 














to her? He had fulfilled it in spirit if not in letter. 
He would never give up the baby now. 

Once more taking up housekeeping with his “ part- 
ner,’’ he openly announced that the partnership was 
to continue. ‘*He’s my kid now, I’ve decided to raise 
him,’’ he told every one. The community had, from 
the first, been interested in the baby with a his- 
tory, and the news that he was to be reared a mem- 
ber of it increased the interest. ‘‘Dolson’s Kid’”’ 
was known for his hospitality, the Warner couple 
being the only guests to whom he had ever failed 
to extend cordiality. Farmers, driving to the mill, 
brought him little gifts. Children begged their 


fathers to take them along to see the famous baby. 















God from Obree Hills 


By Maurice Smiley. 


Mount Olivet: YN me, O Christ, Thou dead or living art. 





hristmas Coniers 


but for all that he sent to the University for a cata- 
logue and read it from cover to cover. 

Seeing a holiday display in the store, he bethought 
him of a Christmas tree. He went to Bolivia for one, 
bought it for the fabulous price charged in that prairie 
region to which evergreens have to be brought from 
great distances, and spent lavishly on its adornment 
He would give Richard Henry a party and invite all 
the children to be found. 

One evening shortly before Christmas he put the 
baby to bed early, then went to the sitting-room and 
brought forth the tree from the closet where it stood, 
planted in a butter tub. He opened the boxes of 
golden balls and tinsel festoons, took off his coat and 
began the task of trimming. 

When some one knocked he 
was sprinkling diamond dust 
upon the cotton snow of the 
lower branches, and he did 
not rise from his knees, sup- 
posing it to be the hired man. 
‘Come in,’’ he shouted and 
went on sprinkling the dust. 

‘*How do, Mr. Dolson,”’ said 
the visitor shyly. 

Daieon looked up and gazed 
dumbly at the man, It was— 
no, it could not be—he was 
changed in some wonderful, 
indefinable way—yet it was 

‘‘How do,’’ said the miller 
dully, and rose and_ shook 
hands. As yet he could not 
grasp the situation—the ap- 
pearance of this man whom he 
had thought never to see again. 
‘Just fixin’ up a tree for—some 
little neighbors,’’ he said. 

‘I didn’t come on wheels this 
time,’’ said the man with a 
smile of pleasure. 

*“ Nor’ 

“No. I’m off’m ’em now for 
good.’ He drew himself erect. 
It seemed as if something with- 
in him had drawn itself erect, 
too. 

‘‘What you doin’?”’ the miller 
asked after a pause. 

‘*Workin’ in the Chicago 
imp’ment works. Good job, 
too. I managed t’ get off jus’ 
long ‘nough t’ come here and 
right back. My sister’s keepin’ 
house for me. I’m off ’m wheels 
for good,’’ he repeated proudly. 






































sumed a comfort, a warmth, in |! am Thy manger or Thy tree. After a long pause: “You 
contrast with this. He looked In my revering or despising heart found—a good home for him? 
with misgiving at George ¢ 2 he asked. 

Washington. : Is Bethlehem or Calvary. A terrible foreshadowing 

‘‘Never mind, it’s a fine home For when I hate Thee, then I crucity ; fell upon Dolson. There was 
with a mother, and we'll go on I crown Thee with the Crimson Thorn. a silence in which one of the 
toots,"” he whispered. “And But in my wand’ring love’s returning cry, ae ee ere eee See 
she must ’a’ been right—you / oe d ering, seemed to make a re- 
need a woman.” ° O rapt Judean, Thou art born. sounding crash. 

Dolson’s host and _ hostess a oo : ; ‘*Yes,’’ he said at length. 
greeted him frigidly. He rose jeosophy: “FT may be true—’twere kinder so The visitor waited, but Dol- 
in embarrassment. ‘‘I’ve— That mankind runs and toils and strives son did not continue. ‘‘That’s 
brung him,’’ he said. Toward rising goals thro’ many lives ; what I come t s see about,’’ the 
_ The offended couple had no And, living all things, all shall know. englian 9 ” , ml rag in nei 
intention of giving in readily . e tis. After I went off ’thout 
They felt it due their dignity ’’Twere grander if the vast advance him I couldn't quit thinkin’ 
that Dolson should be forced Wer ~ : ibs about him, and I just made up 
to plead*for the privileges he = God's self-saved humanity’s my mind I’d got to get him 
had rejected. ‘‘I was kind o’ [hro’ error turned to victories, back if they was any way to 
took all of a sudden,”’ he ex- The mercy of Another Chance. do it. Fust I had to give up 
plained, ‘‘and I couldn’t make campin’, ‘cause she said he 
up my mind to give him up Pantheism: J AM the heir of Deity ; wasn't to be raised on wheels 
right off Him and me’s got Ail thet tc God's ‘. a So I settled down and got a 
on pretty good together. But I . ot ee ater steady job. And she said he’d 
I ain’t got no right to keep read my genealogy got to have a woman t’ raise 
him, I know that.”’ [hro’ Earth’s imperial line. him, so I got my sister to 

Inthe end it was agreed upon. My sonship is the legacy keep house. I dunno about 
George Washington was to be a the woman’s got him givin 
reared in charted rooms, to be him up—but I'll beg her—and 
taught charted manners. The if she’s got s’m’ others of her 
miller said a brusk good-by to own—oh, I used t’ be no ’count, 
him, choking back his misery but I ain’t now, and I’ve earned 

‘Will Saturdays be conve the right t’ my own kid, sh« 
nient for me to call and take can’t say I ain’t,’’ he burst out 
him on his toots?’’ he asked with a maturity, a dignity of 
at the door caemeenmiammeiinien passion that bespoke the man 

‘*His foots born at last 

Little benders, I mean Dolson saw his own hi 
when I ride him in his carriage and buy him toys and But the popularity was not his alone The miller shake like a sick man’s He made excuse to leave 
that kind o’ thing had thrown down the wall which shut out others He the room , He closed the door and went 

Mrs. Warner's little eyes snapped If we take hin lid not understand it all; but, in truth, he had opened the little bed 
it’s understood that all former ties are severed the doors of the disused soul when the baby came, like For minutes the battle waged, silent, terrible \t 

Dolson’s blue eyes opened You don’t mear not those f the shabby old mill; had let in the sun, had first he speculated as to whether the law would 1 
to let me—see the little kid, ever? put it in repai Children, once afraid of his silence, give him the child, anyway. Then, although he had 

‘Most certainly, we could not accept him on any such now chattered t never told a lie in his life, a dozen fantastic one 
conditions.’’ said Mr. Warner It would not be best His prosperity had returned and w nore than in He could say that the baby had been taken to ¢ 

Dolson’s eves swung to George Washington whe he old ye TI ew iller had not be honest fornia, to England It would be easy enough to « 
he sat in the peacock-blue rocker His thoughts d w t D nw fri ( omet ceive this simple man A plausibly told story—then 
tered for an instant; then, with only one idea distinct vere gil t me back corn wa Dolson could see him off on the night train, he wot 
he snatched the baby and almost rat Hugging hin kee ) nt i ( ched i talk with no one in town, would never be the wi 
close. as if rescuing him f n kidnape e wa f row y cession i oad The plot unfolded as smoothly as those in the weel 
upon the street He heard the Warner door shut igons that for so long had passed on—Mennen’s _ paper’s patent insides 
tartly with its old familiar cre Rain’s with its clatte But one fact pressed forward insistently, would t 

He walked rapidly sta Hi houg! Forman’s with it vid green paint, Elsbree vitl be pushed back It was this man’s child, and, h« 

new 1! let now In el eacti if te vellow mbrella losed for the winter and stand- ver he might have failed before, it was plain that 
‘ P ncia I | ype ‘ othing Phe I ng like a t Dolson hired a man and ran the told the truth when he said that he had at last ea! 
was |! i t nt e ae K¢ ill the right to it Dolson sat beside the crib, his 
it fre i V ( His | ture loped nov Ti Seth vent, his hands dangling between his knees 
" ‘ M the Richard Het he must soon settle upon a name ime sniffing tentativel t his finger H 
ha lye } t v ( ¢ é the ea ed that the dec 1Or st be made 
mother to it . : ( é o the Boliv High School icted upon He took up the sleepi: 
woman coul I What Unive t L ence He smiled at hi its father’s ar ; ; 
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FURS 


FOR THE 


Whole Family 


Our plan of making furs to measure and sell- 
ing them by mail is a great convenience to fur 
buyers. It brings our big fur factory right to 
your home. From our Style Book you make 
your selection, send us your measures, we make 
the furs to fit at prices that will save you some 
money, and we send them to you on approval. 

Our made-to-order furs and fur garments 
have a distinctive and exclusive style; fit well, 
sit well and have that comfortable snug feeling 
that cannot always be claimed for ready-made 
furs. They are handsomely trimmed and thor- 
oughly well made throughout. 


| Made to Measure | 











| Sold on Approval 





We also remodel and repair all kinds of fur 
garmeuts. Look yours over. 


pairing let us quote you a price for making 


them practically as good as new. 


We tan—we mount manufacture—are 
the biggest, best equipped mail order firm in 
the fur business with patrons in every City and 
State in the Union where furs are worn. 


Send us your raw Skins and Hides 
and we will make them into Coats, 
Automobile Coats, Jackets, Robes, 
Gloves, Mittens, Rugs, etc. 
don’t suit you we get no pay 
refer by permission to First State 
Bank ar 1d First National Bank 
Three Rivers, Mich 


day for Catalog A 


The National Fur & Tanning Co. 


Three Rivers, Mich., U. S. A. 





| NABISCO 
Time 


iI | 
| 
| When the guests can eat no more of 
| : 


things substantial; when the frozen 





| 
| desserts, the ices, creams, and fruits 
are served—then is the time for 
those exquisite dessert confections | | 
| 


SUGAR WAFERS 


| In ten cent tins, 
also in twenty-five cent tins. 


NABISCO 





| NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY | 











—90°% of Typewriter Wear is in the Typebar— 
IN THE NEW MODEL OF THE 


L. C. Smith & Bros. Typewriter 


Each typebar has its individual . 
Gardner Ball-Bearing Joint, made of the 
finest tool steel—as hard and as 
smooth as glass, adding enormously 
to the smooth running and life of 
the machine. 


fy 


An Instant Automatic Ribbon Reverse 
that works without an added ounce of ribbon Lt 
strain or the slightest increase in key tension 
and that gives a uniform run of the ribbon, 
and a Lightning Escapement 
that works at a more rapid speed than any operator can main- 
tain, are two other typewriter features entirely new. These and 
many other improvements are fully described in our new cat- 
Palog. Write for it to-day. It’s free. 


L. C. SMITH & BROS. TYPEWRITER CO., Syracuse, N.Y., U.S.A. 
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VOLVERS 


Acceptable for the reason that for over 70 
years they have been 

Absolute Reliability at all times 
combined with accuracy and 
durability being the first con- 
sideration in their production. 






Fitearmé 
Woua 







Catalog * Fone oe ers’ describes all mode 
atled on request 

COLT’S PATENT FIREARMS MANUFACTURING CO. 

HARTFORD, CONN. 

15a Pall Mall, London, 8S. W. 































The man who owns a mechanical cleaning wagon MAKES MONEY. 
We are ready to prove that there is 


$3000.00 FOR YOU # 


This year,—next year,—and the years after Cleaning houses by our 
patented machinery. Over 300 operators in as many towns in the United States. 


We make the most efficient stationary systems for Residences— Hotels 


Office Buildings, Etc. 


The largest manufacturers of cleaning machinery in the world 














GENL. COMPRESSED AIR AND VACUUM MACHINERY CO. aie 
4461B Olive Street, ST. LOUIS, MO. . ing 
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The Advance 
Favorite 


LLAC 












$2, 000 


fan Cylinders—25 Horse-power 


Every day of service adds emphasis 
to the fact that the chief difference 
between Cadillac Model G and cars 
of the most expensive types is in 
price, not performance. Time after 
time it has proven its superiority 
over competitors of double its cost 
and thrice its rated *power. Leta 
demonstrator convince you of this by 
actual tests; then observe the long, 
rangy lines of the car, its simplicity 
and strength, its racy, ‘*thorough- 
bred’’ appearance, and you will ap- 
preciate why Model G is the advance 
favorite for 1908. 

Speedy, silent, re spons sive, always 
dependable. Twenty five horse- -pow- 
er (A. L. A. M. rating); sliding gear 
transmission; shaft drive; 100-inch 
wheel base. Described in catalog G24. 

Cadillac Model H, aluxurious four- 
cylinder touring car, also commends 
itself to your attention. Thirty horse- 
power; 50 miles an hour; $2,500. 
Described in catalog H24. 


The Truth About the Automobile 
and What it Costs to Maintain One 
is the title of a 64-page booklet of 
actual facts and figures compiled 
from sworn statements of a large 
number of users of a: sturdy single- 
cylinder Cadillacs. Get a free copy 
of this valuable brochure, asking for 
Booklet No. 24. It contains many 
surprises for those who have been 
misled into believing that every 
automobile is an expensive luxury. 

These smaller Cadillacs— Model S 
Runabout, $850, and Model T Tour- 
ing Car, $1000, both greatly im- 
proved, are described in catalog T24. 


CADILLAC MOTOR CAR CO., Detroit, Mich. 


Member A. L. A. M. 

















Happy 

Days in 

CALIFORNIA 
THE 


GOLDEN STATE LIMITED 


is the famous train that makes get- 
ting there as much ple isure as 
being there. 

Lowest altitudes, an interest for 
every mile, and a comtort every 
hour. 

Daily Service Chicago and St Louis to Los 
Angeles, Santa Barbara and San Francisco 























IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION LLIE} 














A Christmas Gift That Is Worth While 


Can you imagine anything that 


will show 
more thoughtful consi deration on your part 
than the select 


tion, as a Christmas Gift, of a 
GUNN Improved Sectional Bookcase 
It is the kind of a gift that Father, Mother 
and all of the children may enjoy and appreci- 
ate. And don’t buy any sectional bookcase 
but the GUN 
The roller- bearing. non-binding, removable 
door is found in no other m uy the best. 
The GUNN improv ed sectional construction 
eliminat all sectional earn mpg Tea as un- 
sightly is iron bends, and offers a ndsome and 
uppearat one only in Grand Rapids, 
a irantee ect cabinet work and fini 
Ser new fall’ ant rd winter catalogue shows the 
Mission Effect as applied to “GUNN” con- 
struction and will interest you. Write today. 
free and wort A postal card 
request will brin 


THE GUNN FURNITURE COMPANY 
rand Rapids, Michigan 


iUNN desks and filing devices 


























FOLD 
TO SLIP 
INTO POCKET 






” OR MUFF 
NO BULK NO BOTHER 


Folding Pocket Skates 











Martin Skates have all the virtues of the old 
style skates, plus compactness ; they fold flat 
to carry in the wallet. Cost no more. Will 
cling to new or worn-down heels; are strong, 
and smart in appearance. 


A pair in a wallet, an ideal Christmas gift. 
Ask your dealer or write us for free booklet K 


Martin Skate Co, - Boston, Mass. 
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Felt & Tarrant Mfg. Co., 856X N. Paulina St., 
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or Canada. 
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HAWK-EYE 


The No. 1A Folding Hawk-Eye for pi 
tures 2'4x 


shutter. 

Less than two inches 
devoid of all complications, 
fectly adapted to all 
Uses Daylight loading N. C. Film. 
Single Lens, Fixed focus, - 
R.R. Lens, Focusing, - = «= 


yet pe 


BLAIR CAMERA DIVISION, 


Eastman Kodak Co., 
Cat 





4'4 is the smallest camera 
that is fitted with pneumatic release 


in thickness and 


around work, 


$12.50. 
- 14.00. 
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—Why Brush— 
Your 


Teeth 


with stiff brushes and harsh 
dentifrices ? 


It always hurts the gums and may injure 
the teeth. Use a soft brush and plenty of 





The Oxygen does all and more of 
the work usually left to a vigorous 
action of the tooth brush. Try it 
and see how white your teeth get. 


Calox is sold ~* all Sopaeiiy 25 cents 


(stamp or coin) 


McKESSON & ROBBINS, Dept. E, 93 Fulton St., 
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_NEW YORK SCHOOL OF AUTOMOBILE ENGINEERS, 148 West 56th St. 
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The OXYGEN Tooth Powder | | 


Da al size can a ¢ nt on receipt of 5 cents | 


N. Y. | 








Alone with his Christmas tree, he felt himself living ov er that other night of 
years before when he had sat in the midst of his cottage’s wedding finery. At 
first it seemed the same—the preparations for happiness; suddenly, their futility. 
But new thoughts dawned as he sat there—dim at first—growing clearer— 

There was a hearty stamping on the porch. Dolson opened the door to the 
Rev. Sam, who burst in, shaking off snow like a great Newfoundland. 

‘Hip, hip!’’ the Reverend said. ‘‘Had to look in on you and the young one, 
Hear the Warners didn’t take him after all. Say, I’ve got the song now. He 
bellowed: ‘‘A froggie came to the mill door.” 

Dolson smiled gently. ‘‘He’s gone,’’ he said. 


“Eh? What?’ 

The miller’s voice caught amoment. ‘‘His dad come for him. He deserves 
him. He’s made a man of himself.”’ 

‘*Good!’’ said the revivalist with enthusiasm. 

“Yes. It all come about from his thinkin’ o’ that little kid and wantin’ 


him so.”’ 

‘*Good!”’ 

“<“¥ea,, it's wonder ful what a little shaver can do, ain’ "t tt? 
and made another o’ me. Yes, sir; he was the makin’ o 

The minister responded with wise, affectionate eyes. 

Dolson glanced at the tree. ‘‘I burned everything before,’’ 
was more’n the /Azzgs burned—it was somethin’ inside me. ... But it’s diff’rent 
now. I’m goin’ to have the tree for the other little kids just the same.’’ He sat 
meditatively. ‘‘I’m wonderin’,’’ he said at length, ‘‘whether that other was the 
real kind o’ love after all. It pulled me down, but some way this has set me up.”’ 

He took up a pail of cranberries and two darning needles. ‘‘Come on, help 
me string’em,’’ he said. He fell tosinging. ‘‘ ‘Heigho!’ said Anthony Rowley.”’ 


Made a man o’ him 
’ both of us.”’ 


he said. ‘‘And it 


ce 


Obe Bootprint— Continued 


only too willing. A man is seldom permitted to remember at just what advance of 
weariness his mind ceases to act and he goes to sleep. But of the present occasion 
I seem to remember the exact point. I saw with an eye of the mind the unfortunate 
Sang Ti sitting in the temple to be strangled ; I heard from Meff a kind of contented 
grunt; I shifted my right arm the better to sustain my head, and at that instant fell 
asleep. 

I was awakened, I think by the moonlight stealing under the brim of my hat 
and shining upon my closed eyes. I woke, I know, with a kind of dread catching 
at my heart. I sat up and saw that his promise of vigilance had been beyond Meff’s 
strength to keep. He lay upon his back with his face completely covered by his 
hat. The fingers of his right hand were clasped tightly about one end of the ruby 
casket. There were no grounds for the feeling of dread with which I had waked. 
Yet the feeling abode. It was the feeling that a guilty man has who believes rather 
than knows that he is being watched. I looked beyond Meff, across the desert, an1 
my heart froze. I had seen—I could swear it—for one fleeting instant a yellow face 
that ducked away behind a nearby ridge of sand. 

I seized my rifle and rushed to the point at which it had vanished. 
I obtained an expansive view of the desert. But there was no form to show that 
a man had been lying in the sand, nor any tracks of feet. I was mentally staggered, 
and, after rushing a few purposeless steps this way and that, returned thoroughly 
dazed to my companions. The noise of my ilies upspringing had not disturbed 
them. They continued heavily asleep, and had not moved a muscle. Only it seemed 
to me that Meff’s hat had slipped a little from his face; end as I looked it actua'ly 
shifted a little more, and then—to my horror—it rose a little and settled back. It 
was preposterous to think that Meff’s quiet breathing could so move the heavy felt 
Then, as if to settle once for all the agency of the motion, Meff's hand that had 
been clasped about the ruby casket went up to his hat in a kind of petulant way, 
and removed it. 

Whether it was Meff’s scream or mine that broke the silence I shall never know. 
I only know that I was on my feet, wildly firing at a streak of gray that hissed 
as it ran and dodged the spurts of sand tessed by the bullets. 

Crisp was on his feet, rifle in hand, staring wildly about him. 

“What is it?” he cried 

“It was under Meff’s hat all the time,” I shouted back. “It’s the one with the 
broken tail—that hid under the altar. That Chinaman is hunting us down with 
it,’ I shouted on; “I tell you he is. Damn him! We’re goners—goners. Look 
at Meff !” 

But it was not good to look at Meff. 

“Which way did it go?” said Crisp in a sombre voice. 

“That way,” I said. “You can see the track; 
to drag.” 

“You missed it 

“Yes,” I said; “ 
is to it. Except it will come back. 
must hurry now. We must hurry. 
all the time.” 

Crisp stooped and picked up the ruby casket. 


From there 


see how the broken tail had 
of course.” 

I nearly got it once. But I didn’t, and that’s all there 
It’s following us. It and that Chinaman. We 


We mustn’t stop again, and we must look back 


of course. 


“We must leave that,” I said, “it isn’t ours, you know, Crisp. You'll leave it, 
won't you, Crisp?” 
“No,” said he: “By God!” 


e® VII Crisp 


UT the sun, rising hot upon our backs, found me in a 
saner condition than Crisp. For hours he had been 
cursing and swearing becaus se he was thirsty; but now 
he began to talk with a k — of crazy boastfulness, say 
ing that he was not the man to go without water when 
there was plenty of it - ie had for the mere seeking 





He knew the signs, he said, and as soon as he saw 

them would lead me to a spring hole. I needn’t be 

afraid; he would see to it that I had a good drink 

He even warned me against drinking too fast. “When we strike water,” he said, 
wll be for rushing in and swigging a bucket, but mind what your uncle says, 


First you want to moisten a rag and suck it, and when you get used to 
after you begin to swell a bit you 


ind don’t 


that you can swallow a few drops, and then can 


negotiate your bucket.” And so on all the long hours. His eyes, wide and glassy 
roamed the horizon in search of signs; and toward noon he began to mistake hillocks 
of sand for vegetation, and I was obliged to join with him in long zigzags that 
ended in disillusion and wasted precious time. To have gone against him in his 
iziness might — ended murderously. There was no good in his eye. After a 
hile he began to visit his disappointments upon me; to curse me because the green 
ushes were sand, pe to say that IT ought to have told him so in the first place 
Several times, too, for he would not suffer me to carry it, ae dropped (impelled 
1 think, by a kind of insane mischievousness) the ruby casket, and we had to go 
back for it. It was beyond patience. But I was not man enough to cross him, 
r to say iat | ught 
Sud Zz he stopped and pointed to the right 
“Well. my boy,” he began, “what did I tell you? Are those green bushes 
or not?” 
I could see none, but before I could say so he broke out violently 
Don’t lie to m«¢ Say ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ but don’t li If you lie,’’ he went on 
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Let Me Place a Piano in 
Your Home 


I want to send you a high-grade Piano direct 
from the factory, all freight and cartage paid, 
at a great deal less than the price your local 
dealer would have to pay. 

And I will let you take almost your own time 
to pay for it! 

I do not employ any salesmen nor sell to deal- 
ers, and this saves you the money the dealer has 
to pay to cover salesmen’s salaries, and you 
also save his profit and his store expenses. 
In this way 


I Can Save You $100 to $150 


on your piano. All I ask is a small payment 
when the Piano is shipped, and after that a few 
dollars a month to suit your convenience. 

I absolutely guarantee the Doylemarx Piano 
to be the best piano value in the world.- It is 
the result of 48 years of study and work by 
practical piano experts. Its tone is rich and 
resonant, its action responsive and durable, its 
case artistic and beautiful. 


One Year’s Free Trial 


To show you my faith in the Doylemarx 
Piano, I guarantee absolutely that it will please 
and satisfy you, or I will take it back within a 
year if you wish, and give you another piano. 
Can anything be fairer? 


I want you to have m 
Stool and Scarf Free illustrated book on = d 
anos. I want you to see why Doylemarx Pianos are 
superior, and to understand how, by selling direct, I 
save you a large share of the usual price of a piano. 
Write for this book and learn how to get a stool, 
scarf, and piano music FREE. Remember, we sell 
on easy terms, we prepay freight, and absolutely 
guarantee satisfaction. Write me personally. 

M. DOYLE MARKS, Vice-Pres. and Manager 
D. S. ANDRUS & CO. 


114D Baldwin Street, Elmira, N. Y. 
Established 3800 « 
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PUZZLE%: 


Over This and Help Win a Beautiful $450 
Grand Upright Piano and $61.00 in Cash Prizes 


9 
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The puzzle is to place the numbers 

2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 and 9 in such 

a position in each block that when any 
tier of three adjacent blocks be added 
the sum will be 15; that is, the figures 
must be so arranged that when any 
three adjacent blocks (whatsoever) be 
added, the sum will always be just 15. 


Now, to get you nicely started, we 
have already placed four figures 
(numbers 9, 5, 1 and 8) in the blocks 
above, leaving only five figures more 
for you to arrange. 
This is the Great Mystic Number 
Puzzle which was first discovered by 
the erudite mathematicians. 


If you have any trouble in arranging the 

figures, ask your friends to help you, for 

there is a Beautiful $450 Grand Upright 
Piano and a big Sixty-one Dollar prize distribu- 
tion awaiting all who will send in the correct, or 
nearest correct, as well as the cleverest solu- 
tions to this second Great Mystic Number Con- 
test. Here is the big list of prizes themselves, 
which will be promptly and fairly distributed 
December 31, 1907, when the judges will be in- 
structed to divide equally all prizes, should any 
of the contestants, through any chance, “‘tie.” 


The first great honor prize will be the 

beautiful big $450 Grand Upright Piano. The 

first money prize will be just $25.00 in cash; 
the second prize, $15.00 in cash; the third prize, 
' $10.00 in cash; the next five prizes, $1.00 each; 
the next twelve prizes, 50 cents each. 


IN ADDITION £0.2!! whe insert enough 


numbers to make two or 
more series of adjacent blocks totaling 15 each 
we will forward an exquisitely bound big 112- 
Page collection of the most delightful reading 
obtainable—fiction of scintillating brilliancy— 
fascinating stories of romance, love and daring 
adventure This magnificent prize collection 





alone, if you tried to produce it yourself, would 
run away up in the dollars in value. But re- 
member, this will be sent ABSOLUTELY 
FREE and entirely in addition to the Piano and 
$61.00 in cash prizes, if you can arrange the 
numbers so as to secure only two adjacent tiers 
which can be added so as to make 15 eaeh. 
There are no re juirements to enter this contest, 
and you are positively instructed to forward no 
money with your answer. 

We are conducting this big prize distribu- 

tion for our great, new, national monthly, 
which has ippropriated all these generous prizes 
so that you may participate in them absolutely 
free of charge. 1erefore, send in your solu- 
tion to-day—now—and insure yourself your 
Share of this big prize di steibution Address 


COSMOPOLITAN PUZZLE DEPT. 12-4 





2 Deane Street, New York City 






































FIVE GREAT BOOKS 


THE FRUIT OF THE TREE 


By EDITH WHARTON. 


Illustrated, $1.50 


“‘“Among the works of the year it st: ands alone in strength and power, and marks the utmost 


achievement of the present-day novelist.’ 


By HENRY VAN DYKE 
“Reading more pleasant to jaded minds 
or more conducive to idle, yet philosophic, 


reflection, would be hard to find.’ —Ph/la. 
Illustrated in color, $1.50. 


UNDER THE CRUST 
By THOMAS NELSON PAGE 


“He has an eye for the picturesque, the 
poetic and the humorous, and his style 


North American. 


shows exquisite taste and skill.””—Nashv7/le 


American. Illustrated, $1.50. 





— Baltimore Sun. 


THE BROKEN ROAD 


3y A. E. W. MASON 


‘All the power and promise shown in the 
author’s earlier books reach their climax in 
this great story.”"— Phila. /tem. $1.50. 


THE ROMANCE OF 
AN OLD-FASHIONED 
GENTLEMAN 


By F. HOPKINSON SMITH 


“It is both beautiful and_ true.” — The 
Outlook. Illustrated in color, $1.50. 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS 














The Best $390 Christmas Gift 


A Subscription to 


SCRIBNER’S 
MAGAZINE 


A handsome certificate of subscription furnished free 


Do you want an illustrated prospectus? Write to 


SCRIBNER’S MAGAZINE, New York City 


Mention this periodical. 

















This is the 


Day of the 


Square Deal 


It isn’t a square deal for you to accept a 


substitute. You assist the merchant who ofters 


it in cheating the manufacturer of the advertised 


brand out of a part of his legitimate profit, and 
c 


you cheat yourself by ¢ 


5 


money than you might. 


In short, as an 


stand for honest 


trade. 


etting less value tor your 


honest citizen you should 


Indeed, you have no 


moral right to do anything else. 


The public gets as much protection in buy- 


ing trade-marked goods 


as the manutacturer ot 


them gets in selling them. 


5 


INSIST ON GETTING WHAT YOU ASK FOR 
AND SO GET 


A Square Deal 





The 1908 
CATALOGUE 
of the 
Collier Prints 
and 


Art Calendars 
NOW READY 





OULD you likea 

copy of the new 
1908 catalogue of the 
Collier Prints and Art 
Calendars, containing 
160 or more reproduc- 
tions, in half-tone and 
line engraving (some 
in color), of the works 
of Charles Dana Gibson, 
Jessie Willcox Smith, 
Frederic Remington, A. 
B. Frost, Howard Pyle, 
Maxfield Parrish, and 
many other leading 
American artists? In 
addition you will find 
a picture and sketch of 
each of the leading 
artists. 


The engravings in 
this catalogue are made 
from the originals, 
which were drawn ex- 
clusively for Collier’s. 
They -are exact repro- 
ductions in black and 
white, and show the 
entire collection of 
proofs, with sizes, prices, 
and descriptions. 


We can not aftord to 
send it free, but if you 
will send us seven two- 
cent stamps to cover 
charges we will mail 
you a copy postpaid. 
Write your name and 
address plainly on the 
order form, and send it 


with the seven stamps to 


C. W. STEVENS, Jr., Mgr. Proof Department 


P.F.COLLIER & SON 


13th Street, New York 





421 West 

















ORDER FORM 











iN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTIS 











with a very horrid expression, ‘‘I will kill you. Now, then, which is it, bushes 


Do You Know the Joys of Holeproof ? - Cranwell my mind to shoot him down, and perhaps I made a threatening 


motion. Anyway he sprang at me, wrenched the rifle from my hands and re- 








Do you know the joy of putting your feet into Holeproof es Bek 
Stockings that won't go bad for six months? treated w arily . : P 
a soa hes I ea i ee aa eee ee “You're gone crazy,” he said, and, rather kindly, “a drop of water’ll fix you up. 
iserable, de weekly darning that Holepreof Hosiery Now you watch out for that’—here he flung the ruby casket at my feet—“and 
has made an en : ; I'll go fetch you a drop of water. Sorry you're crazy. 
t pay t BPs ne ee as you do other He turned and, like Robinson Crusoe, a gun under each arm, started away 





toward his imaginary patch of green. But was it imaginary—this last patch? Or 
wes my mind, too, going? It seemed to me at one moment that there was a patch 


gw Your Sox Insured ? of green, at the next that there was not. I stood irr: solute, and rubbed my swollen 
eyes, blinked, and then made a step or two after Crisp. But he had developed a 


| wonderful acuteness of ear, and heard me. 


In short 








READ THIS GUARANTEE “You stay there,” he shouted, “or I'll fix you.” 
ny purchaser of Holeproof Stock- I stood and watched his slow course toward—yes, it was a patch of green. Of 
need no darning for six months the color I was now as sure as Crisp had been, but of the substance, no. If 
| we agree to replace them with new ones, it was vegetation—a sudden fear gagged me for a moment, and then I shouted 


provided they are returned to us within six months 


| from date of sale to wearer. to Crisp. 


“Look out!” I yelled. “It’s silk!” 
I saw his head turn and he called to me. 


m 
Oo | Fe i} ro of oO Sigry “Water,” he called, “it’s water.” 
But it was not water, and Crisp, blinded by his infatuation, walked straight up 


to the Chinaman of the mirage, who in a girt-up green robe, had risen in his 
path. It seemed to me that the Chinaman made a gesture with his hand, as of 











For Men and Women 









WEARS SIX MONTHS WITHOUT HOLES a man casting something quietly on the ground, and then I saw that Crisp had 

Holeproof is t Z uuteed Tong It is knit of long fibered Egyptian cotton, by a process which renders flung the rifles from him, and was running toward me with frantic leaps and 

. Holeproot Sox a ble st * ; mi rig ti : ane on =) ‘ e. ‘They cost no more than ordi. bounds. He was sane enough now, poor fellow, and no less aware than | of the 
DArY SOX at mr as ever sav, It is stocking luxury to wear Holeproof, and if you once gray death that struck at his heels. I had one moment of clear vision. The 
Ee Mechenaviok Sax ase clade te fat coloceSlack:, Ten: (tightob deck), Festi aut Navy Bins... Slons, 90 Chinaman had vanished. With a scream, that still rings in my ears, and ina 
Saat Eeaial ce cenit" Wan ox he atone tor ema one siae—asort Ste. Mu we The shower of sand, poor Crisp went down, and then there was darkness in my 
Reiutorced garter tops. Colors—Black and Ta : E eyes, and I was running, running desperately, and clasping something heavy to 

Send $2.00 Today for Trial Box. We Prepay ee Charges my breast. 

CAUTION! | uler carries Holeproof, In orderit In my frenzied panic I must have snatched up the ruby casket, for when I came 
eexreraety deal. ' to my senses, how much later I do not know, but soon, for I was still desperately 





HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY, 41 Fourth Street, MILWAUKEE, WIS. running, | had it clutched with one aching hand to my breast. I had been running 
up a long incline of the desert, but the impulse of terror came to an end, and I 
stopped short. There was no sweat in me to run out; but I glowed and burned like 
a furnace, and for a long time my only vision was a kz ileidoscope of crazily swirling 
white dots. I looked behind me when my vision had cleared, but there was nothing 
to be seen but sand, blazing in the sun. 

I climbed then very slowly, a few inches to the step, to the top of the rise, and 
saw before me, very far, between hills of sand, segments of the blue and tranquil sea. 











am Vill Che Chinaman in Green 


AD I been alone in the desert, I would have had eyes 
for nothing but those placid and refreshing stretches 
of blue; but it was peopled fer me and haunted; by 
the ghosts of comrades and by the Chinaman in green 
who hunted me, and by the broken-tailed snake that 
he could loose against me when he conceived that the 
hour of his opportunity had struck. I must have cut 
a grotesque and horrible figure of fear and caution; 





















old by all firet class dealers. halting to look behind with wild eyes; starting, stop- 
O Raikes than accept a substitute, ie ping; sucking at the hot desert air, now breaking for a few yards into a lumbering 
er trom us direct. postpaid |, run; and now dragging my feet as if to each there had been riveted a ball and 
ee ees ri chain. So a guilty man, and one hounded by fear, might act in the night-time or 

Catalogue sent upon request — : the dusk, in a city street, convinced that in each dark doorway, or b hind uch 





M corner, the fearful lurked to spring upon him. But here was I so acting in broad 


e Y 
Hart nN Bari Ave Worcester. Nass. Co., sunlight, in a region that for miles in every direction was open to the eye like a 
“ book: levelish and free of cover toward every point cf the compass. And still I 


ie 








NT mee ay ere Ses ‘ eg at Oa ee : , . . : 
a NN ee ee Se a awa advanced, starting, cowering, running, halting like an actor of melodrama rehearsing 
a role of terror. 
P The directi hat I foll 1 thus stagil tersected at last the broad trail thé 
the direction that followed thus Agily intersected at last the broad trail that 





| our little company had made on its m arch to Chen Chan. Here were the deep 


% ‘ fain 4 L ) hee Wet ' Sectional footprints of Sang Ti; the shuffled marks of Morgridge’s big feet; Crisp’s firm and 





even tread: Meff’s small and neat impress; the long stride of Hawes; and here | 
Bookcases | ee ee ee mere 


had gone on well-arched, buoyant f¢ all that company I only could now write 





‘lid st od ox ile aren ‘with your my progress in the sands; I only lived on for a time. 
library —fit any space, and promote ~ At another time that broad and tragic spoor had turned me aside to break 
the pec of furnit ly ‘than ‘any fresh and unsuggestive path; but now I had a sense of companionship with it, and 
tl followed it feeling no longer so utterly lonely, afraid, and alone. 
“a and I passed the fallen monolith, and saw in the bay, half full of tide, the schooner, 
Section $1 00 Upwards riding in safety, and the schooner’s boat moored to the beach of the promontory 
| by a staked oar. On board that schooner was wé ater—food—home. I had an 
FREIGHT PAID | exhilaration of esc: aped danger that lent me wings. [ ran along the hard beach 
| toward the boat, my feet splashing in the advancing rim of the tide. There was 


a breeze in my face, and my fears were blown from me and fell behind. I 
shouted as I ran. 


fler a suy r eat a 














| 

. | It was but half a dozen strong strokes to the schooner. I snatched up the ruby 
ON APPROVAL | casket from the seat where I had laid it, and sprang aboard, and found myself face 
t f this a wpealed || to face with the Chinaman in green. His robes were dripping sea water, and ther: 
pr ho have uni- was a kind of smile on his lips. In one hand, held tenderly as a girl holds a pet 
-_s4es son bird, was the little gray snake. White lids covered its eyes, and its broken tail 

- 4 
Send for Our New Free Catalogue No 41 strates tl ferent grades I HE BES y lid oak to hung from between his fingers and dangled listlessly like a bit of string. The smile 
iny, and y suggestions for building up the hon flice library on the Chinaman’s face wavered and broadened. There was a kind of friend- 
THE C. 0. I 'UNDSTROM MEG. CO., Little Falls, N.Y. se g Cabinets.) liness in it. I smiled back at him. And when he held out his other hand open 
New York Office in Flatiron Building I placed in it the ruby casket. And he, 





gently and quietly as a girl might slide 
a necklace into a jewel-box, slid into 
it the little gray snake, dead now. for 
what reason I know not, and closed 
the cover with a faint snap. 
I ferried him to the shore, 
and stood watching him until 
he had disappeared 
over the brow of the 
> desert with his face 
toward Chen Chan. 
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5 . this car cost 
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H. T. HENRY, Sales Manager 
We wave ace une] Rapid Motor _ our exnivit at 
ir Geanensibi: Vehicle Company largest ever giver 
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GENUINE HAVANA HANDMADE. CIGARS, 


DIRECT FROM FACTORY TO SMOKER 
‘ MY BOOKLET ON “REGNO CIGARS WILL INTEREST EVERY | 
SMOKER. WHO APPRECIATES A GOOD HAVANA CIGAR: AT 4 “3 

A REASONABLE PRICE, 1T'S° FREE“ “WRITE. FOR: (FTODAYs aes 
ESTABLISHED 1843 JOSEPH #H. RUGG, 740 Market Street, Blairsville, Penna. | 
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Your Mat&uelene dealer will 
He knows. tell you why a Tewighaner 


watch is the ideal of all Christmas gifts. 13801 


He will tell you that the He.teughanee is the 


only really high grade watch sold at a medium price. 


Give a watch this Christmas. What is ever more wel- 
come. What gives such lasting pleasure and actual service! 


Give a Neueuehanee 
$2 to $36 


NawBighane Watches have all the beauty and serviceability of higher priced watches at a fraction of their cost. 
We make both case and movement under one roof, each to exactly fit the other. We 
spend $30,000 each year on their inspection alone and into every watch place our ironclad 
guarantee assuring its quality and splendid time-keeping value. 


Ask your dealer to show you lebiehane watches. He can supply you with 

any design that you want. 

Write us for the most beautiful book ever attempted by a watch manufacturer. 

It shows our whole line. Get the gift question settled before the Christmas rush. 
Write now. 


Cw) THE NEW ENGLAND WATCH CO. 


ina, 9601 117 Dover Street Waterbury, Conn. 
oN ALL ILLUSTRATIONS ACTUAL SIZE 


10103—Open face, 10 kt. Gold Filled, sie Guar.. $9.00 9643—Open Face, Bassine, 











4241- Nickel Silver , H e . 2.75 10 kt. Gold Filled, 20 yr. Guar. $8.25 
10 : re . 2.00 8421—Open Face, 10 kt, Gold Filled, 20 yr. Guar. 
981—Skeleton WV atch, Mickel Stives e 3.75 Rose finish. Fleur de Lis either in Plain 
§ 13801—10 kt. Gold Filled, 20 yr. Guarantee . - 7.50 on taee tenho Satin Finist urned i, - 8 
+ 13701—Same desig gprs —" Silver . ° - 6.00 10 kt. Gold Filled, 20 yr. Guar. 11.25 
8449—Open Fac ASS §8401—10 kt. Gold Filled Case, 20 Guarant 10.50 
sis ‘ 10 kt. "Gold F ‘illed, 20 yr. Guar. 11.25 } 6401—Sz ame design in Ste tae ‘Silve r — ye 9.00 
' 9569— Hunting Case, front view §$9601—10 kt. Gold Filled Case, 20 yr. Guarantee 7.50 
10 kt. Gold F iile d, 20 yr. Guar. 10.50 16251—Same design in Sterling Silver . 6.00 
















For him 


The Ideal Holiday Gift is one 
of my Razors—the “G///etre.”’ 
It will save him time 














Save 





him money—he will appre- 
ciate it tor a litetime and _ his 





gratetulness will be everlasting 





—because with 
The Gillette Safety Razor 


no skill is required to use it suc- 






Travelers Cheques of the American Express 
Company offer the simplest, safest, most 
convenient and economical of all methods 
of carrying funds abroad, because they are 
practically Universal Currency — good as 
gold anywhere. 


Travelers Cheques 


of the 


American Express Company | 


are ideal for foreign shopping, 
for paying hotel bills or buying 
railway tickets. They are cashed 
at face value in all parts of the 
world at_any hour, thus saving 
time and delay. 

This most modern form of 
carrying funds was originated 
in 1891 by the American 
Express Company. 


Full information may be had at any of the 
Company's Agencies, or by addressing its 










cessfully, there is—no honing — 
no stropping—the most inexpe- 
rienced man being able to shave 
himself without cut or scratch. 
Buy it for him to-day 

King ebllrlle 


The Gillette Safety Razor Set consists of 
a triple silver plated holder, 12 double- 
edged blades, 24 keen edges, packed in 

a velvet lined leather case and the 
price is $5.00 at all the leading 
Jewelry, Drug, Cutlery, Hard- 
ware and Sporting Goods 

Dealers. 


COMBINATION SETS 
FROM $6.50 TO $50 
Ask your Gs aler for the “GIL- 
LETTE’ -day. “ substitutes 


are offéreé a refuse them and 
at once for our bo *klet and free trial offer 


Sl ag ag 
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GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 









215 TIMES BUILDING, NEW YORK CITY TRAVELERS 
CHEQUE DEPARTMENT 
NEW YORK CHICAGO W/ 
65 Broadway. 72 Monroe St. bh 
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(i FAMOUS CIGARETTES 


HIM: The King's Size - 
The After DinnerSmoke 











is at his merriest, 
jolliest best right 
now in 













































Why not tz — a hes out 
the re this Wi r? For 
booklets on “alifornia 
write 


a a Datos Pacific 
% «.SouthernPacific 


Hi, “MMR wlll C8 E. L. LOMAX, Gen. Pass. Agent 
HHH £3 4 Omaha, Neb. 
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| a re - —— ——— 19 Ce Stews and Hashes can be delicately seasoned 
(ee — : —— 3 Clear Profit i in 51 Days | ' 


from an Investment of $150 DY using 


pes : SS Lea & Perrins’ Sauce 


| THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 








It is a rare relish for Fish, Meats, Game, Salads, etc. 


American Box Ball Co., \ BEWARE OF IMITATIONS John Duncan’s Sons, Agents, New York J 
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WUnguestionably a Professional 


HE manager of the theatre had advertised for a leader of orchestra. 

The former musical director had gone from his beer to his bier, and 

as soon as the ‘funeral baked meats’’ of krautland bologna had been 

consumed in his memory, and the last tributes of respect had be2n paid 

and receipted for—his life being insured in several societies with an 

obligation to bury and guarantee the undertaker—the announcement 
appeared and also the aspiring musicians in great ability and large numbers. At 
the outset the manager made a bad break, when, having read a visitor’s card 
mentally, he remarked aloud: ‘‘So you play the fiddle?’’ 

Thereupon the enraged Teuton wheeled about in high dudgeon and made for 
the door. Before closing it behind. him he turned and delivered himself with 
withering sarcasm and concluding emphasis: 

‘Tam an artist upon the violin. Good day, sir! 

The manager saw the cause of his offending and put no more of his callers out 
of tune, although with the last man in the office he unwittingly struck a somewhat 
discordant note. The first fiddlers—pardon, the violinists—trooped in and out in 
droves. They were of assorted sizes and nationalities, and according to their state- 
ments and documentary evidence fully capable to conduct. From their number 
the manager could only ask a few questions, note terms and addresses, and like 
the barber at the chair cry ‘‘Next,’’ and usher each applicant out with the not 
very binding promise: ‘‘You will probably hear from me.”’ 

The manager skilfully handled the modest, the fresh, and the brazen until he 
came tothe last man and he was shy, the most diffident of all the invokers of 
sweet sounds from the entrails of the feline. The visitor stated his errand with his 
eyes on the carpet; he was a sensitive soul, and the manager asked graciously: 

‘‘What experience have you had, sir? What orchestra did you lead last?” 

The musician still kept his eyes upon the figures in the carpet as a crimson 
blush spread over his face; he hesitated before speaking, and shifted about as if 
embarrassed. When the reply did arrive it came in the form of a whisper: 

‘*I led the orchestra in the penitentiary.’ 

It was not the reportorial ‘‘sickening thud’’ that followed; instead of it ensued 
the standard ‘‘solemn hush.’’ The manager, if anything, was more ill at ease than 
the visitor; he hemmed and hawed and managed to excuse himself with the plea: 

“T haven’t any doubt of your ability, sir, but I could never think of employing 
an amateur.”’ 

The caller lifted his eyes as he returned: ‘ 
my time.” 


? 


Iam no amateur, mister; I served 


rs] 
Christmas, 1907 


By Georgia Wood Pangborn 
LITTLE world and flat, 


Unknowing what the stars might be: 


AL it lay, 


Behold how wisdom, since that day, 
Has rounded out the earth and sea! 
Like a blown bubble, year by year, 


The planet grew into a sphere. 


ND Zeus has left his thunder-cloud, 
AL No voices out of mountains come, 
How mute and humbled are the gods, 
And their old prophets shamed and dumb. 
Why, then, of Palestine 
> 


Exact our homage as divine? 


ND yet—how green the holly grows ; 
AL And yet—‘‘Venite”” hear them sing! 
Ah, distant Christ! 
Yet men have found no kinder thing: 
For still 
(How if we are not wise at all?) 


should tales 


How vast the years! 


Thou canst confound us all— 


ENITE adoremus,” 


Though nineteen hundred years and seven 


still ; 


Thus written “Anno Domini’ 
Have 


Lord, 


not yet led unto thy heaven.— 


leave not Wisdom masterless, 


And all its dreaming, emptiness ! 


co 


Che Ossified Man 


PROLONGED and acrimonious discussion was going on in the winter 

quarters of the circus; it was as learned as it was long, and resembled a 

medical lecture by a college professor, except that the dilators in debate 

all spoke at one time, providing a babel of confusion and a superfluity 

of superlatives and slang. As all assumed an authority and each knew 

it all, the debate upon the most famous curiosities of the side-show wa 

prolix and stormy. The war of words waged warmly until a blessed exhaustion 

set in that permitted a dropper in to ‘‘add a few remarks,’’ as he put it 
Hz ingeron s aid 

“If I hadn't of known the lay o the land I should have 

lows were holding a ward caucus. From your noisy wrangling I caught on toa 

portion of your talk and learn that you are wide apart as to what kind of 

draws the Now, I am not disputing anything that you have said in favor 

of the tall or the short. the fat or the skeleton, the wild man, the Circassians ot 

any of the tribes of humanity exhibited for a dime; they all have their uses and 

their admirers and pull the people, and there is no sense in fighting over their 

attracti 


believed that you fel 


a freak 
best. 


veness.”’ 


| ants would have recovered 


disput 


[he visitor was an accepted oracle, else the 
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THE MINUTE MAN ON 


In how many 
more than one or two? 
Book gives 18 tested receipts for the use 


an 
them, every one. 


Bear in mind, too, that Minute Tapioca 
isn’t simply a dessert article, 


and 4c 
Minute Cook Book FREE. 


THE TAPIOCA 
WITH THE 
PICTURE OF 


THE PACKAGE 


-- 


ways have you org 


The Minute 


Minute Tapioca. Start at the first « 
1 go through the book. 


but a whe 


for enough 


133 W. Main St. 
Orange, Massachusetts 





You will like 
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le 


some, delicious food, and the more 
generally it can be used, the better for 
health. Requires no soaking. Quickly 
cooked. . 


If your grocer hasn’t it, send his address 


to make one pint. 


Whitman Grocery Company 
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Wright’s Health Underwear differs 
from common underwear in that 
it protects the wearer from catch- 


ing colds. It is made, as no other 
underwear is, on the wonderful 
Wright loop-fleece principle. 
Upon the foundation fabric is 
woven a myriad of tiny loops of 
wool forming a fleecy lining to 
the garment. “This open woven 
fleece gives the skin the requisite 
ventilation, allows the pores to 
breathe, carries off perspiration 
and allows it to evaporate outside, 
leaving the skin dry and healthy. 
Ordinary catch-cold underwear is 
tightly woven, non-absorbent, ho tr 
the perspiration on the skin—chi 
the body—gives colds. With its 
many advantages W ob ka ~ He alth 
Underwear costs no more than com- 
mon underwe: = 3 I your dealer 
i it and wri ee book, 
The Loop of lie: ult i cal tae Fleece 
ott omfort. 
WRIGHT'S HEALTH UNDERWEAR CO., 
75 Franklin Street, New York. 
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Not A but THE Safety Razor 


Me cha anic i P Perfection, whict 













complishes its work with safety, comfort 
Blades are forged and full cc ved, 
lifetime Strop the blades occasi ly. 
Shaves the heaviest r does 
Our razor may be 
Star Raze ets, up 
With the itic x Mach 


“THE STAR vated eguini syne 


nd Sure, on sale by all 


As the Christ 


RAZOR and the STAR CORN KNIFE | 
KAMPFE BROS., 17 Reade Strect, NEW YORK 


5,000,000 users all over the world, is THE STAR SAFETY. RAZOR. "it ac 


been teste: 
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With proper care they will last a 
not irritate tl tenderest lace 
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op, $4.50 a set 


sf ry on receipt of $1.00. 
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kind —that makes wear, 
economy a certainty anywhere. Al- 
ways insist that the 
mark is on the label. 


Free Book tion ‘on 7 


tion and Use of Paints and l'inishes,’”’ for 
every surface and every purpose, will 
sent you on request. 


INSIDE— 
OUTSIDE 








INTS 


ENAMELS © is 








STAINS 


VARNIS ot what is 
, be painted, v 


nished, stained, 





x PAIN TING 


> It matters } 
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eled—perfect work demands 


perfect paint—the 


ACME QUALITY 


beauty and 


*““Acme Quality’’ 


of practical explana- 


ACME WHITE LEAD AND COLOR WORKS, 
Dept. p, Detroit, Mich. 
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be 






es, 
pend 











! 
There is Beauty in 
\ a Litholin Collar 





















comtort and economy Being water 
ro pee Enea cee k like linen- and 
en soiled, a damp cloth will wipe 
nee clea asial's rite swhen new 


; Litholin Collars and Cuffs make 
An Ideal Christmas Gift 


—— } 25c. Cuffs 50c. 
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THE FIBERLOID CO., Dept. 3, 
7 Waveriey PL, N.Y. 


























‘THERE IS NO MIDDLE GROUND 
Either you get an AUTOMATIC SELF 
























GA. Play the Game 


The American Shoe Polish Co., 217 No. Franklin St 


WA That's never Tame 


for 20 Dazzling 


SHOE CREA 


Send Dime——— 


“Shines” 
== “Eagle Brand” 
Shoe Cream 


, Chicago 


MOVING PICTURE MACHINES 


‘ K as 
opticons | -@/@) You Can Make 
Stere pucens Ce) BIG MONEY 
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IN ANSWERING THESE A 


THE GREAT AMERICAN GAME 


__MILLER & GOULD. 604 B, Pullman Bldg... 
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their second wind and renewed the controversy. Encouraged by the silence the 
| accredited authority continued: 
\ ‘‘The greatest curiosity that I ever knew of in my personal experience was an 
acquaintance. This strange subject of nature, or, perhaps, I should say the un- 
natural subject, was known as the Ossified Man, and during the period that he was 
The Smallest Watch ) being exhibited all over the country was gradually turning to stone. Just imagine 
Made in America a man gradually and surely turning to stone! Talk about dying by inches, that 
| is not to be mentioned the same day! Every second the process of ossification 
| proceeded, and although the money came in a perfect stream, the pcor fellow knew 
| that the day was not far off when his heart would stop beating and he would be 

completely turned to stone.’’ 
The relator had a graphic command of language and gesture, and impressed 
his listeners with the doom of the Ossified Man. After a painful pause the remark 
was made: 

‘‘He must have weighed a lot when they buried him?”’ 

‘‘Never buried him,’’ replied the Hangeron; ‘‘being of solid stone they stood 
him up on the grave, mounted on a pedestal, and it served for a statue of the 
departed.”’ 
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_ Accurate as its Big is ges 
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Which of These Men 
Are You Built Like? 


i 
i) We fit all men perfectly—the f 
man who is tall and lean, the man 
who is short and stout—the man 
of any kind of build. 

Respect your physique. 











: “3 ; . . ‘ : ° 
An ideal gift is the Lady Elgin—in HRO’ the pleached alleys in my garden of the spring Get your clothes to fit you—not 
— . * . . j i 
every respect a standard Elgin—made | | Merry leaves tossed over me with elfish whispering; rr che. 
P : : d om. |©=—,_~“ We'll make you perfect fitting 
as small as possible without sacnific- | | I was not alone, alone, for Love with flowing hair | stings ee 
. . So l¢ S ¢ C c ¢ f ” ] ‘fe ] 
| ing Elgin accuracy, durability and | | ; ; 6 Pe... Myemuend nieteadens 
wae At moderate prices $18 to $40. 


perfect adjustment. The 


LADY ELGIN 


is sure to please and give lasting and ARTING round about my steps as a_ swallow slips, 
° 


Our dealers will guarantee them perfect. 

They are in position to do so. Read 
what one of them writes us: 
"From first to last your proposition is a win- 
ner. It has doubled my business. With 
340 designs to give my customers choice 
from, it's easy to please a man at the start, 
and your splendid fitting garments do the 
rest. Men are pleased enough to come 
(] back—and that’s good enough for me." 
i Why not experience the comfort and 
satisfaction of modern clothes—right in fit 
and fashion—our kind? 

Ask our dealer in your town. } 

If you don’t know who he is, write us. 

NOTE: The double-breasted suit il- 
lustrated above is one of our exclusive 
styles—No. 505—silk-braided— made in 


any material. 


Great Western Tailoring Co. 


CHICAGO 


Touched my hands and touched my heart, dancing 
everywhere. M 


es 


reliable service. Valuable as a jewelry How she laughed and laughed at me, with little 


piece—invaluable as a time piece. rosy lips ! 

Illustration actual size of watch. Every Ghostly wise she kissed my eyes, her mcuth was chill 
Elgin Watch is fully guaranteed—all 
jewelers have them. Send for “The 


Watch,” a story of the time of day. 


as snow, 
For she had died, my Love had died, so very long 











| ago ! 
Elgin National Watch Company 


Elgin, Ill. Ks J 























Paretic Paragraphs Manufacturers! 


ee es Investigate 
e STONE weighing one hundred pounds, if dropped from the top of the e — 
ffice Washington Monument, would gather sufficient force in the five hundred Portsmouth Virgini 
and fifty-five feet of its flight to crush in the head of an adult standing at a ’ 
the bottom Portsmouth offers unequalled advantages for the 
onom . =" operation of almost any manufacturing 
| _. ndustry. It is the Segeral puaeees et ge» the 
yi resources and markets of the North and South, draw- 
ouk aa > Ee office depends on the ingfrom and catering alike to both. Cheap fuel at 
and typewriter ribbon pr 7 aa cog pn — the very door, an abundance of reliable labor and 
and to get better, quicker and as oe ~~ " : ‘ : ‘ ; an inexhaustible supply of raw material. Nine lines 
» quicker and neater work—uso ZAR NICHOLAS of Russia has an aversion to appearing in white flannels of railway and a score of lines of water transpor- 
and a straw hat during the extremes of cold to which his empire is See uae athe Lest eaker Good ocksele, 
subject. good health and beautiful homes. ; 
Splendid factory sites and business opportunities 
arenow available. Valuable assistance wili be given 
i investigators. Full particulars on request. Address 
1. T. VAN PATTEN, Secretary, Portsmouth, VinGinia. 














x **The Pink of - , 
.. Perfection’’ EWELERS say a pearl, if dropped into a vessel containing vinegar, will 
: : issolve *xperime idertaken t rove thi ory, Cc f se- 
riter Ribbon dissolve. In experiments undertaken to prove this theory, common or house 

eats iiediien Hiei Genes Seder to. aneted ka hold vinegar may be used, but the pearl should be the finest obtainable. 

weights according to number of copies required, and 

8 single sheet gives nearly twice the service of any other i] 
kind. An exclusive process in the manufacture gives 
Carnation Carbon Pz a hard, non-smut finish, 


and strictly indelib rs—every copy comes out 


strong,clear and readable. Carnation Brand Type- A QUART of red ink, if mixed with a gill and a half of agua forts and half | 









‘Ever-Ready <g°° 
Pats peel | 


UARANTEED best of all 
safety razors. Complete for 
$1.00 with silver nickeled frame 
—12 Ever-Ready blades, handle 
and blade stropper attractively 
cased. Extra blades 10 for 50 
cents, which also fit Gem and 
Star frames. Ten new Ever-Ready 
blades exchanged for ten dull ones 
aml 35 cents. On Sale Every- 
where. Mail orders prepaid $1.00. 














writer Ribbon is best. It will give a sharp, i- - ~ "4 : 
form letter from one end to the other, a pound of assorted fishhooks, and allowed to stand for a few hours will 
until the entire ribbon i , , ‘ ai P . rar. et ‘@ 7 Lj], ’ y ‘lare 1 > on 
Write for our free booklet, “Usce and attain all the outward appearances of fade a’ héte claret, but will not be so 
Abuses of Carbon Paper and Type- pronounced in its effects as the red wine of commerce. 
writer Ribbon" and learn what 


weight paper you should use J 


Miller-Bryant-Pierce Co. 
Dept. S, Aurora, Ill. 
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isherman sits in the boat, makes a noise like a chunk of roast pork, and the 
crab, attracted by the sound, flops over the side of the boat, and is stored 


0S 0) S away in a hamper especially provided for this purpose. 
(GOVERNMENT POSITION -” 





rie Chesapeake Bay shell fishermen no longer use nets iu catching crabs. The 
f 
| 








American Safety Razor Co. 
320 Broadway, New York 
were made to Civil Service 
MROMES sinces daring the pest 


| FN 0) pe 
: ry 44 -- With Every Set 


caiveed ty a3 ds of per Scoedsaiuate te Wie aoeliienn +2 GALLON of Tennessee whisky, if consumed by one person in the space ' 
$540 to $1200 a year. If you desire position of this kind, write of half an hour, will produce a stupor. The same is true of Kentucky 


whisky MAILING LISTS FOR SALE 

















r our Civil Service Announcement, containing full informatior 






























































about all government examinations, and questions recently used | 
the ¢ | Service Comtniasior . 
We have every class of business classified by states, besides— 
Columbian Correspondence College, Washington, D.C. Mi 1,800,000 Farmers 
400,000 Mail Order Buyers 
200,000 Ladies’ Names 
_—_—______— . - f . ° 10,000 Agents and Canvassers 
’ “ » i F wood fuel be green and refuse to burn, fire may be started by pouring a ’ 1 
- . . oar . ¢ } S-nd for Price List No. 25 and Annual Catalogue which gives 
K L EIN ERT C ROWN | y | pail of kerosene over the sticks Results, it is said, are instantaneous. | | the number ali Retail lines of business in each state, and gross 
— number of Wholesalers and Manufacturers. Both Free 
oe = | nt | | Trade Circular Addressing Co., 121 Clark Street, Chicago 
———— | 
GARTERS | | 
: Yy : ; : " | trace Clbridce san === 
MEIN Y HE cumulative value of little things should not be despised. Werea man | a oe 6 e) _ ae A 
bf \Yy to obtain from each citizen of the United States a single penny, he would lectrie Lights 
a be in possession of about $750,000, a sum sufficient to enable him to start Cost practically nothing 
eh in some useful business which might in time lead to independence. when generated by our 
te Oype R Dynamos, 
A complete plant for 8-16 
90 
I , RAP | ‘le ¢ | ‘ at Made in 6 sizes from! to 40 tights| ©. p. tamps cost only SF4X 
HOTOGRAPHS add greatly to the appearance of a room. The gallery at o mays 
~ x r sila - . . Ve make nothing but firn-claw 
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pe sear Fe ono.” len yaa pe . Three Gilt-Edge World Tours 
ipping No tearing of Hosiery WHE injurious effect of tobacco on the human system is no longer a matter Round the World 
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Further Announcement of the 


STRATHMORE 
ARTISTS’ CONTEST 


$1500 


IN CASH PRIZES 


E, would urge those artists who propose to enter this 
competition to send in their drawings at the earliest 
possible date in order to facilitate the early announce- 
ment of the pnze awards. The competition closes on 


January 3st, 1908. 


The $1500 in prizes will be awarded by the Mittineague 
Paper Company to artists for the best pictures, regardless of 
subject, in wash and water color made upon Strathmore 
Water Color Paper. They are to be divided as follows: 


WATER-COLORS WASH DRAWINGS 
1st prize—$500 for the best design 1st prize—$500 for the best design 
2d prize—$150 for the next best design 2d prize—$150 for the next best design 
3d prize—$100 for the next best design 3d prize—$100 for the next best design 
A jury composed of some of the best known artists and 
art editors in the country will pass upon the drawings and 
award the prizes. 


A folder containing full information about the conditions 
governing this contest, together with sample book of our papers, 
may be obtained from your dealer or by writing to 


Prize Contest Dept., Mittineague Paper Company 
Mittineague, Mass., U. S. A. 




















{ts Premium Calendar IX 


Three large panels, each 8% x 17% inches, lithographed fac-similes of the 
original paintings, works of art that will beautify and adorn any home. 


HE first panel is an ideal American girl's head— 
painted by Miss E. C. Eggleston. It is bordered with a 
dainty gold frame, the whole having the appearance of 
being mounted upon watered silk of a silvery sheen. Itis 
very artistic and decorative. The second and third panels 
are by the famous Russian artist, Eisman Semenowsky. 


















Classical without being se- 
vere, they have a warmth of 
tone and purity of technique 
that will make them highly 


appreciated by those who 
admire advanced art. 


We will mail this splendid 
complete three-part calendar, 
postpaid to any address, for 
10 Wool Soap Wrappers, 1 
metal cap from jar of Swift's 
Beef Extract, or 10 cents in ye 
stamps or coin. u ere a 


Art Plates.—We also have the Semenowsky panels, 
without advertising, mounted on dark cardboard 
with wide margins, splendid pictures for holiday ce 
gifts. The set of two will be sent postpaid for 50c. a 


Swift & Company, Dept. 15, Stock Yards Station, Chicago 


Swift’s Silver Leaf Lard 


3-, 5-, and 10-pound airtight pails 
Swift’s Premium Hams and Bacon 


Sweet, Tender, Fine Flavor, Appetizing 









































ZEZSO©®. 
N THIS CAR is embodied every modern feature that has 


withstood the severe test of practical service and each has 
been refined and developed to the highest degree of 
mechanical perfection. 

Through the offset crank shaft, straight line drive, direct from transmission 
gear to rear axle without an intervening joint, and ball or roller bearings at 
every point -in the transmitting system, every ounce of cylinder pressure is 
delivered to the road wheels with the lowest possible loss in efficiency. 

Equal improvements have been made in accessibility, comfort and outward 
appearance, and we guarantee this car to be equal in practical value to any 
car in the market, regardless of price. 


We invite your most thorough examination, positive that it will convince 
you of the superiority of our product. : 





Our advance catalog, describing in detail this car 
both as touring car and roadster and the new utility 
car, Model 31, is at your disposal; write for it now. 


Thomas B. Jeffery & Company 


Main Office and Factory, Kenosha, Wis. 











Branches and Distributing Agencies:—Chicago, Milwaukee, Boston, Philadelphia, 
San Francisco. Representatives in all leading cities. aN 


AD 
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‘(The Trail Of The Midgley Tread 





The unwavering trail of the Hartford Midgley Tread Tire 
is a trail of safety, service and satisfaction 













It is almost criminal negligence to drive any auto- 
mobile at any time of the year which is 
not equipped with 





Because with the Midgley Tread you can NEVER 
slip or skid on rainy, muddy, slippery roads, in snow 
or even on ice. Because the Midgley Tread is made 
right IN Hartford Tires. You can never forget and 
leave it at home. It does not look ugly; can not 
break and fly off, or does not need constant repairs. 

i 

i 


Made by 


The Hartford Rubber Works Co. 


HARTFORD, CONN. 








BRANCHES: NEW YORK, 8&8 Chambers S 
i 1020 Boylston St 


t. and 1773 Broadw CHICAGO higan A 
494 Atlantic Ave. a 2 oylston St.; CLEVELAND, 1831 Ff A ve /ETROIT, ( 
DENVER, 1564 Broadway; PHILADELPHIA, 25 Vine St.; BUFFALO, 725 Main St ATLANTA 
Auburn Ave LOS ANGELES, 1505 South Main St.; SAN FRANCISCO 
Agencies: Pittsburg Rubber ¢ 13-915 Liberty A Pittsb 
Geo. W. Pert 


& Co., St. I Mercant Lumber & Supply ¢ 
(Ore.); Salt Lake Har re Co., Salt I 
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it is an interesting 
act that people who 
are compelled to give 
up the use of ordinary 
coffee can drink 


Barrington Hall 
without ill effects. 
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4 common-sense method 
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is preserved toar yle degree. 


CHAFF AND DUST REMOVED 


noves all dust and the bit- 


iced by nature around 
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We I into sn aall un rm par- 
les. This does not crush 
the little oil cells as does 
grinding, and the : 
i oil (food prod 
I ved to an extent im- 
possible with any mill-ground 


SANITARY METHOCS 


fore tho ig 








PRICE—: 35c to 40c per pound according 
loca V f your grocer will not su 
1 1 you of one near by w 


lo so. 








cures So, Sample ae | | 
BAKER & CO. “8 Can a 


Coffee Importers Op 

248 No. 2nd Street oo: | 

Minnea Mint S> 

125 Hudson Street 

New York, N. ¥ 
ase fr a a 
















Fills 
Its Own Tank — 


> fill the Con klin Foun- 
tain Pen simply dip it in 


fingers—no lees of time. 


~ 
2 ny ink-well and press th | 
: 11 t fill } 
x Crescent-Filler. I lsitsown 

2 tank in a ji ffy—ready to write 

> instantly. Nothi ng to take 

be apart—no ropper—no_ inky 

z 
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CONKLIN’S 


Self-Filling 


Fountain Pen 


is perfect—from the standpoint of 
tr 1 easy 
liow ot 
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‘es to $15.00. Send atonce | 
> for our handsome 
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new catalog 
THE CONKLIN PEN CO., 
153 Mannattan Buicoine, 
To.eoo, Ono, 
U.S. A. 








LEARN PLUMBING 


Short Hours' Big Pay 








‘St. Louis ipades. School | 





‘St.Lous.Mo. 





Cwo American Cowns 


UR town is: 
lain, 
ring swain. 


n, loveliest village of 
lth and plenty cheer the ki 

The Mississippi drains it well. Western winds bring us invigorating 

air that has not been breathed by a dozen horses and a hundred people. 
High hills rising abruptly from the papa of waters reveal landscapes fair as any 
Corot or Troyon ever put on canvas. Summer sunsets more please the eye than 
a long-legged Watts allegory. Our town is as nearly a pure democracy as may 
often be seen. The Mayor is the village tailor or stone mason. His children and 
those of the barber and the cobbler are better dressed than most of the others, and 
at the fine, well-managed public school read Shakespeare and recite Longfellow 
as well as the others, and later on they average as well as the others when Cupid 
shoots. Mayor, barber, and cobbler on an income of less than $2 a day live com- 
fortably and decently and have an umbrella fora rainy day. ‘They eat more and 
sleep better than Harriman or John D., and are better citizens. Cheerfully they 
recognize the banker, lawyer, and capitalist as social equals, but kotow not at all. 

We all of us read the daily papers. Some of us even the advertisements. A 
great many of us read the good magazines and know a wave of reform is rising. 
Many of us read the poor ones, which is better than not to read at all, especially 
when we are only one generation from wooden shoes and Castle Garden. Catholics, 
Protestants, and agnostics unite in supporting the public library, unaided by the 
Laird of Steel. We are too small to attract the notice of the great pseudo- 
philanthropist. Probably we would tap his reservoir if we could. But as we can 
not, it leaves us independent, which is better. When calamity catches one of us, 
the others all hear of it at once, and assistance is prompt, willing, and efficient. 
Sympathy is a perennial plant in our soil. Our young people who show ambition 
and integrity almost surely attain a fair success. 

Our mental growth is stimulated by reading perhaps Herbert Spencer or join- 
ing the Epworth League. Recreation we get at ‘‘The American Commonwealth” 
Club or Progressive Cinch. 

In dress we are neat but not gaudy. Spike- tailed coats and shiny hats we do 
not affect. Our ladies study the magazines‘aid are usually tastefully attired. We 
bathe more often in June than in January. Most of our houses lack the bathroom, 
and the kitchen can only be had Sundays. Sometimes a Sabbath or two is missed. 
We go home to dinner at twelve, and to supper at six, and eat too much both times. 
The new-fangled notion of calling dinner, lunch, and supper, dinner, is for us not. 

After supper we go downtown or to prayer meeting or lodge or church enter- 
tainment or make a social call or drowse over the daily till ten or eleven o’clock. 
At eleven the saloons close. Generally most of us are in bed long before that. 
Through the week most of us work with a fair degree of skill. We have very few 
idlers. The boozers have mostly passed on. Sundays the majority of us attend 
church. Some go fishing or take a bath or wade through the Sunday armful of 
trivialities, advertisements, chestnuts, pictures, and news. Our young men and 
maidens drift into matrimony as a rule, and are praised by the preacher. 

Our incomes average less than a thousand dollars a year. But we generally live 
comfortably within them and leave enough to pay for a lot in the silent city. We 
would gladly join the ranks of the millionaires, but we think scorn of the Schwabs 
and Coreys and such like Pittsburg cattle. We mostly live with our wife till 
death do us part, and we most emphatically denounce and damn all trusts that we 
are notin. About half of us are Republicans. Most of the other half are Demo- 
crats, with a few more-zeal-than-judgment prohibs and a few mavericks. But we 
do not take our politics so hard as we used. Those of us who are not fossilized 
very seldom vote straight tickets. And we all want the tariff revised. 

Life is easier in our town than in larger ones. Our pleasures are simpler and 
our wants less numerous. Our ears are attuned to concord of sweet sounds by the 


” 





lark, the robin, and the catbird, the thrush, the grosbeak, and their numerous 
fellows. We know ‘‘the uncertain glory of an April day”’ as no one in a city can. 
A walk in the woods in June will probably introduce us to birds ond flowers, 


rabbits, and squirrels, and perhaps a J/ephitis mephitica. Frequently we find a 
scarlet tanager. That would pay for walking a long, long distance. And ‘‘when 
the leaves begin to fall’’ the autumn tints are ours without money or price. Did 
any painter ever catch them? 

Mostly we are weil contented. Many of us, seized of wander/ust, have sought 
the seashore. We have seen the wolves of Wall Street in their lair, and feel that 
those that howl in our vicinity are less cruel. We are serenely satisfied. 


ce 


T’S a smoky, dirty, ugly little town, this one in north Alabama. 
the streets are narrow and crooked. The houses have a worn, tired look 
like a great many of the people who inhabit them. Only the principal 
streets can boast of a pavement, the rest being a conglomeration of black 
cinders and sticky red clay. Black smoke hovers over parts of it all the 
time, and one continually hears the puffing and blowing of engines, which 

pull carloads after carloads of coal from the mines all around. Children and dogs 
reign supreme in our town. There areso many children, and each child must have 
i. dog. There seems to be a fad among the men to own that species of dog called 
‘‘hound.’’ And what can be more weird of a night than when those dogs lift 
their voices to the moon and plead in their doggish way for some unknown want ? 

And the negroes—well, there are negroes, negroes everywhere, but not one 
foraservant. Especially on the Sabbath day are the negroes in evidence. And 
if the day be one when the sun deems it not wise to show his face, then everything 
seems blacker and more clayey than ever. Down the principal street they come 
decked in all their holiday attire. Such reds and such purples as are worn! 

As in all Southern towns, one finds a remnant of the good old Southern life. 
On the outskirts of this busy, smoky little place is a little iog-cabin covered over 
with honeysuckle, and almost hidden by the many fruit trees around it. In this 
little old cabin lives a man, an old uncle of slavery times. Children love to go to 
Uncle Fred’s and sit on the doorstep while he tells them of old ‘‘Massa Hawkins’”’ 
and ‘‘pretty Missy Bess.’’ And especially do the boys and girls love to drive along 
the shady’ road leading from the smoky town and stop at an old, old graveyard 
where all of old Uncle Fred’s ‘‘white folks’’ are buried. Some of the graves are 
old, very old, and the girl with sentiment in her soul loves to sit on a rock and 
hink what a beautiful Southern mansion there used to be over there on that hill, 
and how happy the negro slaves were when their songs would come up through the 
t summer night to the ‘‘Ole Massa’’ sitting in his big armchair on the veranda. 
If the girl stands on the through the trees, she can see 


And 





stone and looks down 
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the smoke of the mining town turned to a blue mist, and she can hear faintly the 
sound of a whistle. B it those days have long since passed. Where the rows of 
black houses are were trees, and where the mining town now stands with 
it hrobbing life of negroes and dogs and children, not mentioning the ‘‘best 
families,’’ who, of course, live in the correspondingly best houses, there used to 
be a t farm or two interspersed with acres and acres of trees. And the girl 
ighs for what has been, but the negro boy whoat the same time is walking 
treet with his favorite acquaintance, with the red dress on, is uncon 
Cio happy over the change. 
And so we live in our smoky town, with its clay and negroes and coal dust. But 
e n shines as it used to do, and the people are glad when at the end of the two 
ek hey receive their money, hard-earned in the black coal mines 
If the heart is light everything is beautiful, even such a smoky little place as 
ro il itch the wreaths of smoke go up and see the faint outline of a 
p | tline is thi i great city filled with a multitude of peopl 
place f the I ll gly buildit $, great tall ones are built, and street cars 
aie . os #1 ind clay now a 
HOME COMFORT 
























Coffee Goodness 
Is in the Making 


The choicest blends of Coffee can be 
spoiled in the making and any Colfee HH 
can be made a clear, delicious, healthful 

HI 
| 

























“METEOR” 
Coffee Percolator 


It’s boiling the grounds that spoils 
Coffee. The Manning-Bowman method 
filters the water through the Coffee, ex- 
tracting the flavor and leaving the 
tannic acid and bitter grounds behind. 
Saves One Third because ‘al the good of 
the Coltfee is taken out. 

At leading dealers in the 
rece yle for 


00 styles and sizes. Write ford 


MANNING, BOWMAN & CO., Meriden, Conn. 
en an 


beverage if prepared in the 
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A Sensible 
Chair 
fora 
Sensible 
Man 


The most sensible as well as the most 
comfortabie chair for library, den or sit- 
ting-room is =. Streit Morris Chair. 


For every y practical use—a chair 


to give tlie maximum service and 
comfort. 

Differs f1 ther Morris Chairs 
having an Adjustable Foot-rest which 
forms front border when nt in use. 

With this fouot-rest in use, occ i 

C out fli NE 





can take a nap ot 
while reading, at any angle of elevation 
desired. 

Nothing complicated about the Streit 


Morris Chair. It will last for genera- 
tions. 

It is made of first-cla iterials through 
out. Will give 1 service, comfort and 
satisfaction than any other chair at several 
times the price Covered in Streit natural 
grain leather or iterial desired. If 
your dealer hast supply you direct. 
beware of in Look for the name 
Streit. Write for ed catalog ( j( tree 





THE C. F. STREIT MFG. CO, F 

1040 Kenner St., Cincinnati, 0. ¢ 
Makare ct Sisult 
Da t 
Bed 
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J. F. PIERSON, JR., & co. 








66 Broadway 


URINE SS ond bockint in cole 
NEW r 5c postage 
CREATIONS anc nators. 


FANCHER CREEK NURSERIES 
Box 42, FRESNO, CAL. GEO. C. ROEDING, Mer 
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In Good Times or In Bad Times 
Life Insurance In The Prudential 
Is Always Certain and Secure. 





The Prudential Policy 
Protects the Family, 
Guards the Home, 

Provides Ready Cash. 


A Magnificent Contract, 
All Guaranteed. 


Nothing Like It Offered 


Before. 


THE 
RUDENTIAL . ~ 
ay HAS THE aa 
f ' STRENGTHOF © 
GIBRALTAR 









OVER 25000 PEOPLE HAVE BOUGHT 
THE NEW LOW COST POLICY 





of 


The PRUDENTIAL 


Endorsed by Business and Professional Men 


NORTH—SOUTH—EAST—WEST 


The Greatest Success in Life Insurance. Public Pleased—Agents Enthusiastic 








THIRTY MILLION DOLLARS 


of Ordinary Life Insurance Issued in the First Fifteen Weeks Shows the Popularity 
of the New Low Cost Policy. 
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| Send your age nearest birthday for rates and full | 
| . r 
| particulars. Address Dept. Y | 























The Prudential Insurance Company of America 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, President Home Office: Newark, N. J. 








q ; - 9 | ry, Splendid Opportunities in Selling this Popular New Ordinary 
DO YOU WAN O MAKE MON EY? Policy. Write direct to us today. Address De pt Y 
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THIS is the genuine PEARS’ as sold for more than 100 years past! I have sold it all my life, and know how good it is It 
is entirely pure and there is MO water mixed with it, it is ALL SOAP and lasts longer than any other; it is the CHEAPEST 
as well as the BEST. 
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the money and make more profit on it too, but I should be only swindling you if | « 


» Presentation Plates The best Annual pu hed—without any doubt. However, judge for yourseil. 
Agents: The International News Co 


ur large 
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